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Ever since Pope's famoaa couplet,* the solemn pro- 

testations of authors that they print at the " request 
of friends," has been held to be a false and cowardly 
pretence, and scorned and derided accordingly. 
Now and then, however, that most improbable 
assertion happens to be true — in the present instance 
it undoubtedly is so. Foi the publication of these 
volumes, the excellent friend to whom they are 
inscribed is solely accountable : a heavy weight of 
responsibility which he will redeem, some day or 
other, by giving to the world lyrics of his own 
writing that nobody will wish shorter. 

How he chanced upon these plays of mine, 1 
hardly know. I think he picked them up in the 
library of a great country-bouse where he was 
visiting. They had fallen into such utter oblivion. 
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that I also might liave forgotten thenij but for an 
occasional dieam, too vague to be called a hope, 
that in the brief moment of tindly indulgence, 
which follows the death of any one who has 
contributed, however slightly, to the public amuse- 
ment, some friend might gather them together in the 
same spirit that prompts the stringing verses into an 
epitaph. To edite these tragedies myself, seems a 
kind of anachronism, not unlike engraving the 
inscription upon my ovra tombstone. I can only 
ptay that my poor plays may be as mercifolly dealt 
with as if they were indeed pubhshed by my exe- 
cutor, and the hand that wrote them were laid in 
peaceful rest, where the sun glances through the 
great elm-trees in the beautiful chnich-yard of Swal- 
lowfield. 

And here I might weU close my preliminary obser- 
vations, were it not that all dramatists who have 
printed plays, from John Dryden to Victor Hugo, 
have delighted to take their ease in the permitted 
egotism of a rambling preface; and I have no mind 
to forfeit so pleasant a privilege, although my egotism 
may probably prove of a diiferent sort. The Pre- 
t&cea of the great Laureate indeed would be difficult 
to imitate, inasmuch as th^ contain some of the 
finest prose in the language. They consist, for the 
most part, of noble and generous criticism, strangely 
mingled with theories dear to the Merry Monarch, 
with vindications of the practice of interfusing 
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licentious farce amidat legsl tragedy, and preference 
of the rhymea of Comeille to tlie blank verse of 
Shakespeare. That Dryden could have writtea 
Tragedy, is proved by the two striking scenes of 
quarrel and of reconciliation in "Don Sebastian" 
and " All for Love." The cause of his bOure may 
be found in these theories. But theory, right or 
wrong, especially as applied to the work in hand, 
forms the ground-work of most dramatic Prefeces, 
largdy blended with skilful specimens of the noble 
wt of Bclf-juBtification, with vehement attacks upon 
critics, and perpetual grumblings against managers 
and actors, and all that was done and all that was 
not done for the pieces that follow. 

Now, although there be some dignity in having 
been ill-used — a dignity akin to that which made 
honest Dogberry proud of being " a man who had 
had losses," and I am not absolutely prepared to 
relinquish my claim to such, a distinction — I yet hold 
it to be one which it is a point of discretion and of 
comfort to forget. The gentlest reader has small 
sympathy with such grievances; and iu that want 
of sympathy does bat follow one of those instincts 
which it is seldom wise to disobey. No one has a 
right to gratify a prickly, defiant and sensitive self- 
love by speaking unkindly of another, especially 
when the waves of thirty years have rolled between. 
So instead of reciting long categories of theatrical 
troables, I shall endeavour to explain to myself and 
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to others, what lias often caused me some astonish- 
ment, the causes that drove a shy and retired woman,' 
whose days had passed chiefly in the cahn seclusion 
of a country village into the ambitious Mid perilous 
paths of dramatic literature. 

"Wliere my passion for plays hegan, it is difficult 
to say. Perhaps at the little town of Alresford, 
when I was somewhat short of four years old, and 
was taken by my dear father to see one of the 
greatest tn^edies of the world set forth in a ham. 
Eyen now I have a dim recollection of a glimmering 
row of candles dividing the end which was called 
the stage &om the part which did duty as pit and 
boxes, of the black face and the spangled tnrhan, of 
my wondering admiration, and the breathless interest 
of the rustic audience. 

My dear father I how, to the very last, he loved to 
take his pets to the play I More than fifty years 
must have passed since that evenii^ in the bain, 
when, happening to dine at Beading, attended by the 
beantifol little brown spaniel, who followed him 
everywhere, he, wid of course Hush, aceompanied 
his host to the theatre, to see the charming actress 
and channing woman, Mrs. Orger. Th^ sate in 
the place of honour close to the stage. Flush, with 
his paws on the front of the box, his large earnest 
eyes fixed on the actors, and hia long silky eats 
brought forward on either side of his face, as is the 
custom of those intelligent dogs on great occasions, 
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looked and listened all through the piece with a 
sedate fixity of attention, which greatly endangered 
the gravity of the persons on the st^e. Mrs. Oigei: 
told me the next day that she had never in her life 
had ao much difficulty in keeping her conntenimce. 
It is to be preBiimed that the httle girl of four years 
old would have pretty much the same apprecia- 
tion of "Othello" that the beautiful spaniel had of 
Sally Maggs, only with 'Flash the impression was 
solitary, and wore away ; with me, repeated as often 
as opportunity offered, it deepened. 

Sixty years ago, in the early timea of the great 
war, the drama filled a very different place amongst 
the amusements of a country town from that which 
it holds now. Concerts were rare, lectures unknown, 
and the theatre patronised by the leading families, 
and conducted in the good town of Heading {to 
which we had removed) with undeviating propriety, 
formed the principal recreation of the place. The 
new comedies of those old times, the comedies of 
Holcroft and Morton, of Colman and Sheridan, fol- 
lowed by the farces of Foote and CyKeefe, and the 
musical entertainments of Dibdin, formed the staple 
of the house. I wonder whether anybody remem- 
bers, now-a-days, the pleasant extravagances of 
O'Keefe, who, soar to what comical absurdity he 
would, was sure to carry his audience with him ; or 
the ease, the neatness, the racy humour of Foote'a 
dialogue, equal, m point and finish, to the finest 
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scenes of Coagrevel oi his translations of Moli^re, 
almost as good as the originals themselves I Foote 
was one of those men whose great gifts as an actor 
and a mimic hare injored his reputation as an 
author. The world is incredulous of versatility, 
and does not readily admit that anybody can excel in 
two ways. Because he acted his own parts with so 
much talent, the parts have died with him. They 
are well worth reraing an<l reviving ; above all, they 
are worth studying. Well ! I did not look at them, 
I suppose, quite so critically then; but such were 
the performances which, varied by an occasional visit 
&om a star, prepared my mind for the glories of the 
metropolitan boards. 

It was daring the five years from ten years old to 
fifteen, which I passed at a London school, that my 
passion for the act^d drama received its full develop- 
ment. At this school (well known afterwards as the 
residence of poor Miss Landon), there chanced to be 
an old pupil of the establishment who, having lived, 
as the phrase goes, in several ^milies of distinction, 
was at that time disengaged, and in search of a 
situation as governed. This lady was not only 
herself a poetess (I have two volumes of verse of her 
writing,) but she had a knack of making poetesses 
of her pupils. She had ahready educated Lady 
Caroline Ponsonby (the Lady Caroline Lamb, of 
Glenalvon celebrity), and was afterwards destined to 
give her first instruction to poor L. E. L., and her 
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last to Mrs. Fanny Kemble. She was, however, a 
dever vomau, and my fether eagerly engaged her to 
act by me aa a sort of priyate tutor — a governess out 
of school-hoars. 

At the time when I was placed under her care, 
her whole heart was in the drama, especially as per- 
sonified by John Kemble; and I am persuaded 
that she thought she could in no way so well perform 
her duty, as in taking me to Dnuy Lane whenever 
his name was in the bills. 

It was a time of great actors. Jack Bannister and 
Jack Johnstone (they would not have known their 
own names if called John), Fawcett and Emery, 
Lewis and Munden, Mrs. Davenport, Miss Pope, 
and Mrs. Jordan, most exquisite of all, made comedy 
a bright and living art, an art as full as life itself of 
laughter and of tears; whilst the glorious family of 
Kemble satisfied alike the eye and the intellect, the 
fancy and the heart. 

John Kemble was, however, certainly Miss Bow- 
den's chief attraction to Drury Lane Theatre. She 
beUeved him — and of course her pupil shared in her 
fiuth — the greatest actor that ever had been, or that 
ever could be; greater than Garrick, greater than 
Keau. I am mora catholic now; but I still 
hold all my admiration, except its esclosive- 
ness. 

If Foote's reputation have been injured, as I 
think it has, by his own double talent as an actor 
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and a miinic, so the fame of John Kemble — that 
perishable actor's fame — ^has suffered not a little by 
the contact with his great siater. Besides her 
micontested and incontestable power, Mrs. Siddons 
had one advantage not always allowed for — she was 
a woman. The actress most always be dearer than 
the actor J goes closer to the heart, draws ten- 
derer tears. Then she came earher, and took the 
first possession ; and she lasted longer, charming aU 
London by her reading, whilst he lay in a foreign 
grave. Add that the tragedy in which they were 
best remembered was one in which the heroine most 
always predominate, for Lady Macbeth is the moving 
spirit of the play. But take characters of more 
equality — ^Katharine and Wols^, Hermione and 
Leont«s, Coriolanus and Yolumnia, Hamlet and the 
Queen — and surely John Eemble may hold his own. 
How often have I seen them in those plays ! 
What would I give to see again those plays so 
acted ! 

Another and a very different test of John Kem- 
ble's histrionic skill was the life and body which he 
pat into the thin shadowy sketches of Kotzebue, 
then in his he^ht of fashion. Mr. Canning, by the 
capital parodies of the "Anti-Jacobin," demolished 
the sentimental comedy of the German school, a 
little nnmerci&lly peibaps, for with much that was 
false and absurd, and the bald gibberish of the 
translatotj for which the author is not answerable. 
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the situations were not only effective, but true. As 
Mr. Thackeray has somewhere observed, the human 
heart was there, and John Kemble contrived to show 
its innermost throbfaings. In Penraddock (for "The 
Wheel of Fortune" is of German origin, although 
written by an Englishman), in Bolla, in the Abbe de 
I'Ep^, three creations essentially various in form 
and in matter, nobody that has seen him can forget 
hia grace, his pathos, or the manner in which he 
lent a poetry of feehng to the homeliest proae. In 
the old French philanthropist particularly, a part 
which is nothing, the amaUness of the means, the 
absence of all apparent effort, produced that perfec- 
tion of art which looks like simple nature. Such 
were my first impressions of London acting. 

After my return home, came days of eager and soli- 
tary poring over the mighty treasures of the printed 
drama, that finest form of poetry which never can be 
lost. At school, I had been made acquainted, like 
other school-girls, with Bacine. Little did Madame 
de Maintenon, proud queen of the left hand, think, 
when the gentle poet died of a courtly frown, that 
she and St. Cyr would be best remembered by 
Athahe ! I had won, too, for myself the knowledge 
of holder tragedies — of Cinna, of Horace, of the 
Cid, of Merope, of Mahomet, of Zaue, and of the 
greatest Frenchman of his great age, the peerless 
Moliere. Of Shakespeare I say nothiug. I had 
grown up — ^it is the privilege of English people to 
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grow Up— in the worship of Shakespeare, and many 
of his favourite scenes I litetaUy knew by heart. 
Bat whilst still almost a child, whilst thinking no 
evil, and therefore perhaps finding none, the Eliza- 
bethan poets, so netffly his contemporaries, had 
fallen in my way — poets second only to their 
great leader in tenderness, in snbhmity, in all but 
purity. 

Charles Lamb has given specimens of the early 
Ei^lish Dramatists, containing as fine poetry as our 
language can show out of Shakespeare ; and he and 
Hazlitt have rendered noble justice to Webster, to 
Marlowe, to Dekter, to Ford, to all who were pre- 
viously little known ; whilst Massinger, so admirable 
fot character and constmction, and Beaumont and 
Fletcher, so affluent, ao eloquent, so royally grand in 
certain scenes, so lonchingly pathetic in others, have, 
■ as it seems to me, something less than their due 
measure of praise, " Every child loves the violet of 
his own finding best." It is true that these great 
poets had their full meed of applause whilst still 
alive to enjoy it, and that so late as JDryden's day 
he had said that the English language attained its 
perfection in their verse ; but in my time they had 
gone completely out of fashion ; and I think that I 
was unconsciously swayed by the axiom which I 
have quoted, and a little over-rated the twin drama- 
tists, because I fsmcied them under-rated by these 
eminent critics. It is certain that I, luxuriated in 
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their abtmdauce, their profiisioii, the quantity of 
stoiy and of incident which sometimea oTerl&ja their 
plots, but always keeps alive curiosity and interest ; 
above all, in those whole scenes, sometimes whole 
acts, never whole plays, which might almost pass 
for Shakespeare. Fletcher was my second favourite 
amongst the old dramatists ; but in plays, as in 
actors, I was catholic, and had love for them 
aU. 

Every third year, another noble form of tragedy, 
one with which women are seldom brought in con- 
tact, feU in my way. It happened that our family, 
although no longer living in a country town, kept up 
a close intimacy with that of the learned and excel- 
lent Master of Blading School, Dr. Valpy ; who, 
having himself no small love for the stage, bad 
wisely substituted the representation of one of the 
stem Greek Plays for the speeches and recitations 
formerly delivered before the Heads of certain 
Colleges of Oxford at their Triennial Visitations. 
Many of the old pupils will remember the effect of 
these performances, complete in scenery, dresses, and 
decorations, and remiurkable for the effect produced, 
not only on the actors, but on an audience, of which 
a coi^derahle portion was new alike to the language 
and the subject. It is no offence to impute such 
ignorance to the Mayor and Aldermen of that day, 
who, in thdr furred gowns, formed part of the 
official visitors, or to the mammas and sisters of the 
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performers, who might plead the privilege ot sex for 
their want of learning. 

Par myaelf, as ignorant of Latin or of Greek as 
the smuggest alderman or slimmest damsel present, 
I had my own share in the pageant. In apite of all 
remonstrance and of all dissuasion, the dear Doctor 
would insist on mj writing the authorised account of 
the play — the grand oi^cial critique which filled I 
know not how many columns of the " Beading Mer- 
cury," and was sent east, west, north, and south, 
wherever mammas and grandmammas were found, 
and cherished and hoarded hy them as certificates of 
the genius and learning of their ofi'spring. Of course 
it was necessary to mention everybody, and to commit 
all the injustice which belongs to an enforced equality 
by praising some too little and some too much. The 
too little was more frequent than the too much ; for 
the boys, as a. body, did act roarveliousiy, especially 
those who filled the female parts ; making one under- 
stand how the nngentle sex might have rendered the 
Desdemonas and the Imogens in James's day. So 
famous, indeed, were the Doctor's boys for their 
women, that I never could prevail upon bjm to get 
up that masterpiece, " Philoctetes," where pity and 
hatred are moved almost as strongly as in "Lear," 
not on account of the obvious objection of the 
physical suffering, but because there was no lady in 
the play. One circumstance only, a little injured the 
perfect grouping of the scene. The Visitation' 
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occiirred in October, not long after the conclu- 
sion of the summer holidays ; and between cricket 
and boating, and the impoasibility of wearing gloves 
incident to boys of fifteen, our Helens and Antigones 
exhibited cm assortment of sunburnt fists which 
might have become a tribe of fied Indians. That 
did a little spoil the picture. Sophocles, however, is 
Sophocles nevertheless ; and seldom can his power 
have been more thoroughly felt than in these per- 
formances at Beading School. 

The good Doctor, fall of kindness, and far too 
learned for pedantry, rewarded my compliance with 
his wishes in the way I liked beat, by helping me to 
enter into the spirit of the mighty masters who dealt 
forth these stem Tragedies of Destiny. He put into 
my hands le Pere Brumo/s " Th^fttre des Qrecs," 
and other translations in homely IVench prose, where 
the form and letter were set forth, untroubled by 
vexatious attempts at Enghsh verse — grand outlines 
for imagination to colour and fill up. There are 
better things than the unities to be learnt of 
those old Athenian Poets, as Alfieri has shown, 
and would have shown better if he had imitated 
less. 

In the meanwhile, frequent visits to London had 
made known to me the successive glories of the two 
great Theatres. I had seen the boyish grace of Master 
Betty, and all the charm of womanly tenderness in 
Miss O'Neill, and had watched the fiery impulse and 
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gashing pathos that had electrified the town in 
Edmund Kean. " The Honeymoon," most gracious 
and most graceful of modem comedies, had been 
acted as it nevei has been acted since by Elliston, 
and Hiss Duncan, and little Collins ; and Mr. 
Knowles had produced two vivid and original 
tragedies in " Virginias" and " William Tell." 
Everything tended to encourage a poetical aspi- 
rant. 

About this time, too, my own prospects, so bright 
and sunny in early youth, became gradually over- 
clouded. A Chancery suit, the gaining of which cost 
eight years and eleven thousand pounds, was the cli- 
max of our misfortunes. "We were now so poor, that it 
became a duty to earn money if I could, and how I 
could, and so I determined to write a play. 

In my very early girlhood, I had followed my 
destiny as a pupil of Miss Eowden, by committing 
the sin of rhyming. No less than three octavo 
volumes had I perpetrated in two years. They had 
all the faults incident to a young lady's verses, and 
one of them had been deservedly castigated by the 
" Quarterly."* Nevertheless, they had had their 

* This article was fortunate for the writer at a far more 
important moment. Mr. GilTord himself, aa I have beea 
given to iinderstand, feeling that, howBTer well deserved the 
strictores might be, an attack by his great Eeview apon a 
young gill's first book, was something like breaking a but- 
terfly upon the wheel, made amends by a criticism in a ver; 
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praisers-^as what young ladies' verses have not I — 
liBxgti impressiona had gone rapidly off ; one had 
run into a second . edition. ; they had been repub- 
lished in America— always so kind to me ! — two 
or three of the shorter pieces had been thought 
good enough to be stolen ; and Mr. Coleridge 
bad prophesied of the larger ones, thait the 
authoress of " Blanche " would write a tragedy. 
So I took heart of grace, and resolved to try a 
play. 

My first attempt was a blank verse comedy on a 
pretty story, taken from a French feuUlelon — a 
story so pretty, that it made the first manager, to 
whom, without any introduction, I ventured to send 
it, pause to consider > and after his final decision, 
tempted an amateur composer into requesting me to 
turn it into an opera ; by which means . I achieved a 
double rejection of the same piece. Then, nothing 
daunted, I tried Tragedy, and produced five acts on 
the story of " Piesco," which would doubtless have 
been rejected also had they ever fallen into the hands 
of a manager. 

But just as, conscious of the feebleness of my 
attempts, of the smallness of my means, and the 

different spirit on the firat aeries of " Onr Village," which 
was of much aerrice to the work. I mention this, becanae it 
ia honourable to the memory of one whom I never even saw, 
but who was probably, like many other people, kinder than 
he aeemed. 
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greatness of my object, I was about to relinqiiish the 
piursuit in despair, I met with a critic so candid, a 
friend so kind, that, aided by hia encouragement, all 
difficulties seemed to vanish. I speak of the author 
of "Ion," Mr. Justice Talfourd, then a very young 
man, although old in literary reputation, and helping 
me, as ' he has helped many & struggler since, by the 
most judicious advice and the heartiest sympathy. 
" Foscari " was the result of this encouragement — a 
womanish play, which acts better than it reads. 
Indeed, being at Oxford, where an excellent com- 
pany was performing during the long vacation, I 
heard that it contained no fewer than four fair 
Camillas who had acted my heroine in different 
circnite. " Foscari " was quickly followed by 
" Julian," originally suggested by the first scene of 
the " Orestes " of Euripides, which happened to be 
given that year at Shading School. 

Both these plays were accepted and produced at 
Covent (Jarden, although in an inverse order to that 
in which they were written; and but that I have 
promised myself and my readers not to enter into 
the vexed question of theatrical squabbles, a history 
of their adventures might be concocted quite as long 
as themselves. Suffice it to say, that poor " Poscari" 
had no less than five last scenes — I think I under- 
rate the number, and that there were seven I — and 
that the two plays fought each other on the point of 
precedence during the best part of the season — 
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which vas pretty mach like a duel between one's 
right hand and one's left. 

Great, at the moment, were those anxieties and 
tiibnhitions, the rather that money arrangements 
most important to those dearer to me than myself 
were staked on the issne. Bat it is good to 
observe in one's own mind, and good to tell to 
others who may be exposed to such trials, how 
inevitably, as according to some happy law of nature 
the keenest physical pain is known to be soon for- 
gotten, whilst pleasure's light traces are indelible; 
so in _mental vicissitudes. Time carries away the 
bitter and leaves the sweet. The vexations and 
the injuries &tde into dim distance, and the kindness 
and the benefit shine vividly out. The warm grasp 
of Mrs. Charles Kemble's hand, for instance, when I 
saw her all life and heartiness at her house in Soho 
Square, my first dramatic experience : — the excellent 
acting of "Foscari;" Mr. Toung, and Mr. Charles 
Kemble, so quiet and so touching in the concluding 
scenes; Mr. Warde playing a secondary part so 
finely, that he led every body into thinking that he 
ought to play the first ; Mr. Serle lending to Cosmo 
Ma own fine tasto ; and Mrs. Sloman, who would 
have achieved the highest reputation but for the 
want of the indescribable thing called charm:— then 
" Julian," on the other hand; how Mr. Macready stood 
alone under the weight of that tragedy, with how 
much talent, how much warmth, what untiring and 
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mde&tigable zeal I These are the tilings one thinks 
of, when sitting c^m and old by the light of a 
country fiie ; and if other recollections mingle with 
them, they are rather of the comic and the grotesque 
kind than of the bitter or the resentfol. 

To one accustomed to the imposing aspect of a 
great theatre at night, blazing with light and beaufy, 
no contrast can be greater than to enter the same 
theatre at noontide, leaving daylight behind yon, and 
stumbling as best you may through dark passages, 
and amidst the inextricable labyrinth of scenery and 
lumber of every description ; too happy if you be not 
projected into the orchestra, or swallowed up by a 
trap-door. 

Captain Forbes, one of the proprietors, and a naval 
man, used to compare the stage with its three tiers 
of under-ground store-rooms and magazines, and its 
prodigious height and complexity of top hamper aloft 
to a first-rate man-of-war. That comparison is rather 
too flattering. To me — no offence to the Theatre 
Soyal Covent Garden — it always recalled the place 
where I first made acquaintance with the enchant- 
ment of tbe scene, by reminding me of some pro- 
digious bam. A bam it certainly resembles, vast 
dusty, dusky and cavernous, with huge beams toppling 
overhead, holes yawning beneath, rough partitions 
sticking out on either side, and everywhere a certain 
vague sense of obscurity and confusion. 
"When the eye becomes accustomed to the dark- 
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ness, the contrasts are sufficiently amusing. Solemn 
tragedians — that is to say, tragedians who seem 
solemn enough in their st^ gear at night — hatted 
and great-coated, skipping ahout, chatting and joking, 
and telling good stories like common mortals ; indeed, 
the only very grave person whom I remarked was 
Mr. Liston ; tragic heroines sauntering languidly 
through their parts in the closest of bonnets and 
thickest of shawls ; untidy ballet-girls (there was a 
dance in "Foscari") walking through their quadrilh 
to the sound of a solitary fiddle, striking up as if 
of its own accord &om amidst the tall stools and 
music-desks of the orchestra, and piercing one hardly 
knew how throogh the din that was going on inces- 
santly. 

Oh, that din ! Voices from every part, ahove 
below, around, and in every key, bawling, shouting, 
screaming ; heavy weights rolling here and falling 
there, beUs ringing one could not tell why, and the 
ubiquitous caJl-boy everywhere I If one element 
prevailed amongst these conflicting noises, it was 
certainly the never-pausing strokes of the carpenter's 
hammer, which in our case did double duty, the new 
scenery of the morrow being added to the old scenery 
of the night. Double, too, were the cares not merely 
of the official before-mentioned, the call-boy, but of 
his superiors, the stage-manager and the prompter ; 
for whilst we, the new tragedy, held after our strange 
scrambling fashion possession of the st^, the 
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comedy or opera of the evening was crowded into 
the green-room, to the great increase of our confusion 
and their own ; some of their people belonging to as, 
and some of ours to them,- and neither party being 
ever in the proper place, so that there were perpetual 
sendings after their walking gentlemen and our 
walking ladies, the common property. 

The scenery too, that part which was fished up 
from the subterraneous galleries, was fertile in blun- 
ders. 1 have known a fine view of the SJalto with a 
bit of Charing Cross for one wing, and a slice of the 
Forest of Ardennes for the other. Even the new 
scenes had their perils. Fainter and manager woold 
disi^ree .as to the size of the moon, and a good half- 
hour was wasted one morning in experiments as to 
the best manner of folding the [muslin] clouds over 
the face of that bright luminary. 

Then the turmoil about costume 1 A good deal of 
that squabbling was transacted in some remote part 
of the upper regions, where tailors and diess-makers 
held their court ; but some of the difficulties de- 
scended upon the stage. There was a cloak in " Ju- 
lian," which having to act as a pall to the fair Annabd, 
never could be made wide enough ; and all the prece- 
dents of all the Duke's head-dresses in all the theatres 
of the world, from that in the " Merchant of Venice" 
to that in " Venice Preserved," never could persuade 
me that the tall inverted drum assumed by Mi. 
Young was the proper bonnet of the Doge. This, 
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however, was my own private grief. Throagh all their 
courtesy, I had early made the discovery, that the 
leas an author meddled in aach matters the better. 
One dispute was open and general : it had refer- 
eaice to the proper time of assuming mourning. 
Donato (we are still talking of " Foscari") died in 
the third act : the question was, whether his son and 
datighter should put on black in the fourth — that is, 
the next morning. Parties were divided : the auti- 
blacks holding that it is not customary te go into 
mourning before the &neral. The dehate ended, as 
debates in higher places are apt to end in our good 
kingdom of Ihigland, in a compromise. The lady 
appeared in the deepest sables that the dress- 
maker could furnish ; her brother retained the radiant 
suit of aatin and embroidery which he had worn 
from the commencement of the playj a manner of 
settling the dispute which, like the aforesaid com- 
promises in higher places, had the effect of making 
both parties seem wrong. 

No end to the absurdities and discrepancies of a 
rehearsal ! I contributed my full share to the amount, 
imd began pretty early, so soon indeed as the very first 
words that I ever uttered behind the scenes. There is a 
gnn in "Julian ;" and I, frightened by onewhen a child, 
" hate a gun like a hurt wild-dnck ;" and the only 
time that I ever went to a review coaxed my father to 
drive me home before it began. I was only twelve 
years old then ; but I had not much improved by 
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becoming a. tragic anthoreas, for my fir^ address to 
Mr, Macready was an earnest entreaty that he would 
not suffer them to fire that gun at rehearsal. They 
did fire nevertheless; as indeed if the gun had not 
gone off in the morning, it might have been for- 
gotten at night ; but tbe smiling bow of the great 
tragedian had spared me the worst part of that sort 
of fright, the expectation. 

Troubled and anxious though they were, those 
were pleasant days, guns and all; days of hope 
dashed with so much fear, of fear illumined with its 
fitful rays of hope. And those rehearsal, where 
for noise of every sort nobody can hear himself speak, 
where nobody is ever to be found where he is wanted, 
and nobody ever seems to know a syllable of his 
part; those rehearsals must have some good in 
them notwithstanding. In the midst of the crowd, 
the din, the jokes, and the confusion, the business 
must somehow have gone on ; for at night the right 
scenes faU into the right places, the proper actors 
come at the proper times, speeches are spoken in 
due order, and, to the no small astonishment of the 
novice, who had given herself up for lost, the play 
succeeds. 

Not that I had nerve enough to attend the first 
representatioii of my tragedies. I sate still and 
trembling in some quiet apartment near, twice I 
think in a small room belonging to that good-natured 
person Mr. George Bobins ; and thither some friend 
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flew to set my heait at ease. Gtenerally the mes- 
senger of good tidings was poor Haydon, whose quick 
and ardent spirit lent hiin winga on such an occasion, 
and who had full sympathy with my love for a lai^ 
canvas, however indifferently filled. 

Before leaving "Foscari," it is well to say that 
two innovations began with my tragedies. The 
Epilogue hy some accident arrived so late, that the 
lady hy whom it was to be spoken complained that 
she had not time to study it. She probably made 
the moat of the delay. No fair comedian can he 
supposed to find much pleasure in being dragged to 
the theatre for so ungrateful a purpose every tragedy 
night; so Mr. ^awcett, the stage-manager, a man, 
as his acting always evinced, of excellent judgment, 
proposed its omission. It was, he said, simply an 
added danger, could do no good in failure, and 
stopped the applause in success. So we discarded 
the Epilogue altogether; and afterwards, when 
bringing out "Kienzi," we also dropped the Pro- 
logue : in both cases, I believe, for the first time. 

It waa during the run of " Julian," that seeing 
much of my dear friend Miss Porden (afterwards 
married to Sir John Franklin), and talking with her 
of subjects for a fresh effort, one or the other, I 
hardly know which hit upon " Bienzi ;" a personage 
at that time so little familiar to the public, that a 
great Law Dignitary asked gravdy, after seeing the 

c i 
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play, whether sach a man had ever existed P and 
another emiaent person, gathering fcom my Preface 
that the story might be found in Gibbon, pro- 
duced ihe first volume of "The Decline and Fall," 
actually the fi£st, which he told me he was about 
to take into the country, in order to compaj^ my 
delineation with the actu^ man. 

Miss Porden had hers^ written an heroic poem, 
called "Coeur de Lion," which, if anybody now-a- 
days could read an epio two volumes long, would be 
found remarkable as a jvomise ; so she was far from 
being startled at my boldness, and took a vivid 
interest in my attempt. A year or two after, when 
in London, n^otiating about this very play, I saw 
her again aa Mrs. IVanklin. Her hnsband was in 
Lincolnshire, taking leave of his relations before 
setting forth on one of his adventurous voyages; 
and, in the midst of her warm and undiminished 
sympathy with my anxieties, she talked of that 
husband whose projects of polar discovery had filled 
her imagination, showed me his bast and theii little 
gill, and a flag which she was working for him as 
her own Berengajia had done for Bichard. It was 
poetry in action— epic poetry — and I too sympa- 
thised with the devoted wife. But I saw, what at 
that time her own sister had not suspected, that she 
was dying. This wsim-bearted and large-minded 
woman was of a frame and temperament the most 
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delicate and fragile. The agitation of parting was 
too mQch for hei^ aad before Captain Franklin'a 
expedition was out of the Channel, she was dead. 

When "Bienzi," after a more than common por- 
tion of adventores and misadventnies, did come out 
with . a success rare in a woman's life, I missed the 
eager congratolations which I shonld hare received 
trom her .who had taken so large a part in its pre- 
vious history-^— missed her, the rather, perhaps, because 
lio part of mj success was more delightfol than the 
pleasure which it excited amongst the moat eminent 
of my female contemporaries. Mma Edgeworth, 
Joanna Baillie, ?ehcia Hemans (and to tWo of them 
I was at that time unlaiown), vied in the cordiality 
of their praises. In Mrs. Hemans, this warmth was 
peculiarly generous, for "Julian" and "The Vespers 
of Palermo" had been placed, by circumstances, in 
such a position as might have made us rivab if we 
had not determined to he friends. Kindness met me 
on every hand, from eminent men, from eminent 
women, still I missed her whose oheeriog prognostics' 
had so often spurred me on, and whose latest 
interest in hterature had been excited by this very 
phiy. 

And dramatic success, after ail, is not so delicious, 
so glorious, so complete a gratification as, in onr 
secret longings, we all expect to find. It is not 
satisfactory. It does not fill the heart. It is an 
intoxication, followed like other intoxications, hy 
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a dismal reaction. The enchanting hope is gone, 
and is ill-replaced by a temporary triumph— very 
temporaiy ! Within foup-and-twenty hotira, I 
doubted if triumph there were, and more than 
doubted if it were deserved. It is ill snecesa that 
leads to self-assertion. Never in my life was 
I so conscious of my dramatic shoii-comings as 
on that day of imputed exultation and vainglory. 

Then came " Charles the i^rsf ' and his cahunities, 
of a very different sort from any of the former, since 
managers and actora were equally eager to bring oat 
the play. The hindrance lay in Mr. Geoi^e Colman, 
the licenser, who saw a danger to the State in per- 
mitting the trial of an English Monarch to be repre- 
sented on the stage, especiaUy a Monarch whose 
martyrdom was still obseirved in our churches. It 
was in vain that I urged that my play was ultra 
loyal; that having taken the very best moment of 
Charles's life and the very worst of Cromwell's ; and 
having, moreover, succumbed to the temptation of 
producing, as far as in me lay, a strong dramatic 
contrast between the characters, I had, in point of 
fact, done considerable injustice to the greatest man 
of his age. Mr. Colman was inexprable; and the 
tragedy, forbidden at the two great houses, was 
afterwards produced at a minor theatre with no iU 
effect to the reigning dynasty. I have retained the 
original Preface, as giving a curious view of a state 
of things now happily passed away. Let me add 
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that as consaUtious are to be found for moat evils, 
if we will bat look for them, so pleasttnter asaocia- 
tious present themselves even here ia the kindness 
of the Duke of Devonshire, of Mr. Serle, and very 
recently of Mr. Jerrold. 

" Charles the Krst" had his calamities and " Inez 
de Castro" her's, having been twice in rehearsal in 
different seasons, and twice, for . different causes, 
withdrawn. 

"Sad^ and Kalasrade" was written to gratify a 
young musician, and "Gaston de Blondeville" be- 
cause I thought, and atill think, that the atory, 
taken from Mrs. BatcUffe's posthumous romance, 
would be very effective as mere spectacle — a play to 
look at — npon the stage. 

I should not wish to say eaactly the same of 
"Otto of Wittelabach," of which the name aad a 
few of the events may be found in an old German 
play. It ia juat possible that hereafter some actor, 
powerful in mind and body, may think my drama 
worth trying. If so, I have to request that Ulric, 
(in whom there is, I fear, too strong a recollection of 
Hetcher'a Hengo) may be played by a boy. The 
young actors of Beading School proved that Greek 
women may be fitly represented by English lads; 
but I have never yet seen any actreas who satisfied 
me in boys' parts. They always exhibit a paiufol 
consciousness, never more unpleasantly visible than 
when disguised under the mask of levity, not to aay 
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effrontery. Even Mrs. Chades Kemble, whose pan- 
tomime in "Aladdin" and in "Deaf and Dumb," 
was so perfect, seemed alwajrs (I speak it in her 
honour) a woman in boy's clothes. 

So much for the Tragedies. There- would have 
been many more such, bnt that the pressing necessity 
of earning money, and the uncertainties and delays 
of the drama at moments when delay or disappoint- 
ment weighed upon me like a sin, made it a duty 
to turn away from the lofty ateep of Tr^c Poetry 
to the every-day path of Tillage Stories. 

The Dramatic Scenes may almost be said to 
bold the middle road between these tracks so 
widely different. On their first appearance, they 
kepf good company. Two or three of the earliest 
were inserted in "The London Magazine" at the 
same time with the " Essays of Elia," and the " Con- 
fessions of an Opium-eater ;" the rest were written 
for various annu^ in the palmy days of those pretty 
books;— by which I mean the days of Thomas Hood 
and of Winthrop Praed, of Mrs. Hemans and of 
L. E. L., when engravings were nungled with prose 
and vrase, and neither verse nor prose was written to 
illustrate the pictures. 

In some of these scenes, the descriptions intro- 
dnoed are taken from real places, and are as like to 
those places as my poor gift of word-painting coidd 
make them ; and in all, I may say, or nearly all, I 
have, I cannot tell why, put more of my own pecn- 
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liar thonghts and &iicies than in any other of mj 
writings, which may he, perhaps, the reason why 
those who have happened to like them have liked 
them better than they deserve. 

Before closing this Preface, I wish to caution the 
reader against attributing to me, personally, any 
participation in the sentiments respecting the Jews, 
expressed by the characters in " Qaston de Blonde- 
ville ;" they are as purely dramatic as the belief in 
witchcraft, and intended, like that, to dispbiy the 
barbarism of a most barbarous age. Fierce, the 
jester, one of the few rational personages of the 
drama, says of them :—" For these poor Jews they 
Ke but as fear and misery have made them." And 
there I might, perhaps, safely have left the question ; 
but that, besides my general hatred of persecution 
and intolerance, and all prejudices against caste and 
creed; I happen to have myself the happiness of 
knowing some individuals of that gifted Hebrew 
people, and if I were to write according to my know- 
ledge, might very probably be accused of cherishing 
prejudices the contrary way ; since I have rarely met 
any persons so eminent for high qnahties, moral and 
intellectual, especially for the rare quality called 
charity. 



This Introduction was written nearly a twelvemonth 
ago, when although soifeting from greet in&imity, I 
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was sdU lifted down stairs, and sometimes drawn 
through onr green lanee. Brief and imperfect as 
these few pages are, I cotdd not now even have 
attempted the task, for which I once again request 
the indulgence I have so often experienced. 
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Th£ materials of the follovii^ Tr^dy are taken 
partly from the splendid narrative of Qibhon ; partly 
from the still more gn^hical and interestJBg accoont 
of Itieszi's eventful career, contained in the second 
Tolnme of I'Abb^ de Sade's " M^moires pour servir 
ik la Vie de P^trarqoe ;" and I have followed these 
two aothoritiefl in giving to the great Hoose of 
Orsini its more classical name. For the femfde 
characters I am wholly responsible. 
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CAST OP THE CHABACTERS, 

AS FEBIORUZD AT THZ THEA.TKE KOTAL DBUEY LANE, 
OCTOBER 9, 1828. 



Cold ii Sienzi, qftervardt Triinne of lie") ,, „ 

n , " i Mr. Young. 
People ) " 

Stephen CoUuma, a gretUNiAlemiamf Rome Mr. Yoonge. 

Angela Colontta, kit Son Mr. Ckioper. 

VrritU, a great Nobletna», Sival to Colonna Mr. Miide. 

Savelli "),,,,,„, -, .. fMr, Aitken, 
_ „ ,, J Lord» of the Colonna Faelton J „ , 
Cafarello ) XjSi. Lee. 

Friawipatti, a Partitan of Unini, alto «■)„_, , 
^^, ■ ■' t Mr. Bland. 

Nobleman ) 

Alherti, Captain of the Oaard Mi. Thompson. 

Paolo, a Soman Citizen Mr. Taniold. 

Camillo, Siem^t Servant Mr. C. Jones. 

Nuncio, Ambattador, Nobkt, CHtueent, Qvardi, §re- 

Ladf Colonna, Stephen Colonna'i Wi/i ... Mrs. Ftnicit. 

Claudia, Sienifs Datu/hier Miss Phillips. 

B^ta \ ''Mrs. Geesin. 

Teresa \ Claudit^t Attendants J Mrs. Webster. 

Bosa ) \ Miss Pincott. 

La^et, Attendants, §■«. 

SCElfB^Some, in the Fourteenth Centuiy. 
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Borne, in the fourteadk cailury — A Street u> Soae — A 
Temple in Bmia, in the iaehground, a Portico leitk eoltmns 
injronl of it, lo managed that aperion mag appear and dis- 
appear OMongtt thejrillari and recetiei. 

Enter Paolo, and three Citiiem, meeting. 

Febst Cit. Alt, Mesaer Paolo, a good morrow to thee ! 
The atieets are fall to^y. I h&ve not seen 
Such an ont-poming of cor Boman hive 
Since the last jubilee. Whence comea the swarm ? 

Pao. The stining Ursini, on a hot CBuvass 
For their proud chiet the factiona Martin. 

FmsT Cri. He, 
Onr senator 1 a proper ruler ! aic^, too, 
And like to die ! 

Second Cit. Naj, ho were harmless, then. 
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Bat tis his biotliei, John, of Ursini, 

The aubtle John, that drives this bosiiicss onwud. 

FiBflT Cn. Apropemler! Martin Urwni, 
That seized the Widow Ltmdi's hoose, to make 
A kennel for his hounds, that carried off 
The prettj child, Emilia Fano, none 
Hath e'er beheld her since. 

Seconb Cit. 'Twss likelier John ! 
The dark, smooth, subtle John ! He's the prime mover 
Of these iniquities. 

Third Cit. Ye have bold tongnes. 

FiBBT Cit. Art thou of their black faction? 

Third Crr. No ; I plj 
Mj trade, and hold m; peace. 

Fao. Stephen Colonna 
^lonld have been senator. 

FiEsT Crr. No, he's too old : 
The Count Savelli, or jonng Angdo. 

SzcoBD Cit. Tis ill to choose between them. 

Third Cit. Ay, utd dangenms 
To meddle with such great cmes. Dost not see 
A man in yonder porch. [LooHiiff lateard thefuin. 

[BiSliZI (^evri in the Teaple, leilh apiece of decaff marble 
■a hit iaxdt. 

Tio. Our honest ndghbour, 
Cola Bienzi, poring o'er some stone 
With legend half defaced. Thon knowest Cohi ? 

EiBST Cit. A toUower of the Colonnaf 

Pao. Ay ; 
He haunts their paUce, and, with rancorous hate. 
Pursues the UrsinL Didst never hear 
How his young brother, poor Antonio, feU, 
Murdered by their base groom F He hates the Ursini ; 
And follows the Colooua : scarce for bve. 
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iUtlter to feast his leained spleen, for Cola 
Is a ripe sebokr, with aharp-bitmg gibes 
And daik predictioiia : » nnk mAlooatent, 
A bittei railer. 

SscoKS CiT. He »pprOBclies. 

[BlENZi amajbrward, mtk the piece of marble. 

Pao. Cola, 
What dra^st thou, there F a stone F 

RiE. A monldermg stone ! 
An earth-encmsted stone ! 

Pao. a tombstone F 

Fit emblem of onr dtj, Here be words 

An' je conld read tbem, words whose sense is dead 

Even as the tongoe. Did ;e ever hear the sound 

Of liberty, of eonnti; F Back to earth, 

BebeUioos stone ! Back 1 back ! thoa preacbest treaaoo \ 

[TiroKiiiff lie stone tip the Stage. 

FraaT Cii. Treason to the Uraini ! What will thj patrons. 
The proud Colonna, saj to this new power F 

Bib. My patrons !— Oh, they'll fight ! they'll fight !— 
TheyTlponi 
Their men at arms into onr streets, and wage 
Fierce battle ; bnm and plunder, spoil and slay, 
Gnilty or innocent, or friend or foe : 
Their nature, sirs, their noble nature I 

PiO. WeU, 
AndweF What is onr fate, sir prophet F 

Rib. We! 
Whichever wheel turn round, we shall be crushed 
Between the millstones. That's our destiny, 
The destiny we earn. 

Sbconii Cit. He's ri^t. The barons 
Hake on arena of the city, reiiitg 
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Oui quiet streets with brawls ; plundering and killing 
The peaceful citizena. Even the Colonna, 
Albeit Stephen be a thonght more brave. 
And Angelo mora kind, even the Colonna 
Are tjiants to the people. 

Thirh Cix. let the yoke 
Muat be endured. 

Ri£. Must 1 Be ye men P 

Pao. Wbj, Cola, 
What should we do P 

BiE. Talk, talk, my masters ! Speech 
Is your fit we^>on. Talk ! Women and slaves 
So drown the rattle of their chains. Talk ! talk ! 
And tell in gentle whispers, gazing round 
Lest other listeners than the storied walls 
Of these old temples hear ye, how on Monday 
A noble gallant, one of the Corsi, stole, — 
Seized is the courtlier phrase, — and wrung the neck 
Of Adriani's falcon, a famed bird. 
Unmatched in Italy, the poor old man 
Weeps aa it were his child ; or how, on Tuesday, 
Black John, of TJrsini, spurred his hot courser 
Kight through a baud of pious pilgrims, journeying 
To onr Lady of Loretto, many, two 
Are lamed for life I Or how, on Wednesday — 

Pao. Stop— 

RiE. I can go through, the week. 

Pao. But, for the pilgrims. 
Art sore of that foul sacrilege P 

BiE. As sure 
As that thon ataudest thera ; as that the TTrsini 
Parade the city. [pUlanl lioutt.'] Hark ! do ye not hear 
The shouting mob approach P — Sure as that ye 
Who frown, and lift your eyes, and shake your heads. 
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And look ag^uat at sooh fbnl sacrilege. 

Will join yonr roice to th&t base ciy, and shout 

Long live the Uraini ! I know ye, masters. 

Pao. Cols, thon wrong'st us. 

Era. If I wrong ye— no ! 
Te are Italians ; men of womanish aoni. 
Faint, weak, emasculate : the generous wrath 
Of the manly Roman, with his lofty timgne. 
Lies buried — not for eTer. [Nearer ihouUJ] Hark ! 
Here comea 

The tyrant <^ to-daj. Go, swell his train. 
I'll to my porcb again, and feed my spirit 
On these mute marbles. \6oei Mo the Teapte. 

Second Cit. & brave man. 

Thibd Cit. Full surely, 
A dangerous. 

[Paolo and Citizent retire to the background a front of ike 
Temple. 

Enter Officer and tix Ealierdieri, who erou, and Uxsil'I, 
'FsASGiFAm, and Ivo Lords, in eonverialion, Jbllowed by 
armed Attendanti, and accompanied by a Oroted, kAo sluiul 
Live the Ursini,.^ir. 

Una. {To the Mob.'] Thanks, gentle friends. [To the 
Zordi^ Yes, I eipect to-morrow 
A packet from Avignon ; even Colonna 
Will bow to Clement's mandate. 

Fba. If he do not — 

Obs. Oh, never doubt I If he refnse, why, then — 
Doubt him not, I'rangipani. Qoicker, friends ! — 
I hurry ye, my brds, but we are waited 
At the Alberteschi Palace. Pollow fast. 

Cromd. [FollowiMg^ Live John of Urnni 

B 3 
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[ExeuKt Ubsini, ^«.~Paolo md tie Tiree Citizem come 
foneard, and are tieppei if an armed Atleitdaai — tha 
Three Citizem, with their ca^t off- — Paou), and the At- 
tendant. 

Att. Whj, what a sort of BuUen dtiieiiB 
Be here, that shout not ) Doff thy bonnet, man I 
Look at th; fellows I doff thy cap. 

PiO. Good friend— 

All. What, muat I be thy tireman P 

[Enochs off ^AOia's cap inith his ipear — Bjbbzi nuiei out 
Jrom the Temple, wreits the ipear /rovi the Attendant, 
and ttritei Aim down with it. Exit the Third Citizen. 

Bjb. Down, vile minion ! 
Hath the slave hanned thee, Paolo ? — Art thou hurt ? 
Look where the abject tyrant licks the dost. 
The Teiy stones of Borne cast back the load 
Of hia foul caroBss !— yet he stirs ! Tm ^ad 
The reptile is not dead. 

FikstCit. Fly, Cola! 

Bib. Jly! 

Pao. To the Colonna Palace,— they will shield thee 
From danger or parsoit. This is no time 
For thanks. Ely, Cola ! 

Bib. Let them fly that fear. 
Fly ! why, the evil-doer flies, not he 
That patteth down a wrong. Fly 1 I would call 
Bome, nniversol Home, to view this deed. 
The type of that to come. Yon oreepii^ slave. 
Struck with the stiong brute force oE power, unjust 
AbusM power, and like a bulrush fell 
Before my weaker arm, nerved by the spirit 
Of nghteons indignatitm. So shall fidl 
l^iaots and tyranny. Meet me to-night 
On the Capitoline HilL Now I can trust ye. 
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Now that the man is roused within joor sooIb, 
The Roman oidonr. 

Secobd Cit. One ia gone. 

Hie. "Well, well, 
A milder breeze had Bereced sach li^t chaff 
From the sound com. Ton alare— ^ Eves, be stits. 

Pao. I'll take him to m; house. 

Rib. And I, to-moiroir. 
Will find a fitter hospital Farewell! 
Remember midnight, — at the Capitol ! 
Remember! 

{Eieuni RiENZI, Faolo, and Ciiizau, beariug off lie Atten- 



Au JparlMtnl la BxEnzi'fl Eoiue ; a Rimau chair, and ant 
with a iiein of red teoriltd; a Lattice down to thejioar, 
openiiij/ into the Oanbm. 

Exter AnGBLO and CuuDU, through the JUittiee. 

Cu. Beaeech thee, now, away. Lord Angelo, 
Thou haat been here o'erlong. 

Ana. Scarce whilst the sand 
Ran throngh the tdl-tale glass ; scarce whilst the sun 
Lengthened the shadow of the cedar. 

Cu. See! 
Hie snn is setting, see ! 

Asa. Scarce, whilst I said 
A thousand times — I lore. 

Cla. Look to tbe snn. 

AxQ. I had latber gtue on thee. 

Cla. And think how bng 
We sale beneath the mjrtle shade, how long 
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Faced the oool trellis-walk. When next thon st^al'st 
Hither, feom thj prond palace, I must time thee 
By seoonda, aa the nice physician caimtB 
The boandings of the fevered pnlBe. Away, 
Dear Angelo ; think, if my father find thee — 

Aso. Oh, talk not of him, sweet ! why was I bom 
The heir of the Colonua f why art thon 
Bienzi's daoghtct F What a world of foes. 
Stern scorn, and fiery pride, and cold contempt. 
Are ranged betwixt ns twain; yet Love, and Time- 
Be faithful, mine own Claudia — "Hme, and Love ! 

Cla. Alaa, alas t 

Ana. Thy fethec loves thee, aweeteat. 
With a prond dotage, almost worshipping 
The idol it hath framed. Thou fear'st not him f 

CiA. Alas ! I have learned to fear him; he ia changed. 
Grievously changed ; still good and kind, and full 
Of fond relentings — croaaed by sudden guata 
Of wild and stormy paaaion. I have learned 
A danghler'a trembling love. Then, he's so silent. 
He once so eloquent. Of old, each show. 
Bridal, or joust, or pioua pilgrimage, 
lived in his vivid speech. Oh I 'twas my joy. 
In that bri^t glow of rapid words, to see 
Clear pictures, as the slow prooeasion coiled 
Ita glittering length, or stately tonmament 
Grew statelier, in hia Toice. Kow he sits mute, 
His aerioos eyes bent on the ground, each sense 
Turned inward. 

Anq. Somewhat chafes his ardent spirit. 

Cla. And ahould I grieve him too F Lord Angelo, 
The love deserves no blessing, that deceives 
A father. 

Amo. Mine own Claudia ! 
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CLi. Wemuatpirt. 

&S0. Ob, never talk of parting ! 'Twss Rienzi 
That bronglit me Litker first. RemembereBt tbon 
A boy, Bcarce more than boy, thy lovely self 
Scarce woman. Then waa thy rare beanty stamped. 
At (Mice, within my heart, — then, and for evM. 
Thou canst not bid me leave thee. Love and Time, 
And Cooatttncj — oh, be aa faithful, Claudia, 
As tbOD art fair ! 

EiE. [Faiofrf.] Camillo ! 

Cla- Hence, begone 1 

Bi£. ZWi«»i-] Camillo! 

CLi. "lis his voice — away, away ! 

[Surryinff AkG£LO oJ' tke Staff'e. 
Here, through the kttiee — by the ganlen^te. 

[KHI Angelo. 
flow Heaven fo^ve me, if it be a sin 
To love thee, Angelo. [Looking t^Uf tin.] My foolish heart 
Beats aa it were. He's gone— he's hidden now 
Behind the myrtle-hedge : thank Heaven ! thank Heaven ! 
He's opening now the gate— I hear the key — 
Bat my aense is feai-qnickened : now 'tis closed, 
And all is safe. OSVxiv dotea into the chair.l Oh, simple 

heart, be still, 
BeatilL 

Enter Hienzi and Camillo. 

KiE. Camillo, see that thoa admit 
OnlyAlberti. 

Cau. None, save him ? 

Bib. None. — Claudia ! {Exit Cahillo. 

Claudia, I say ! She trembles at the sound 
Of her own name, and flutters like a bird 
Fresh caught, aa I approach. It likes me ill 
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To scare thee thus, fuii daughter. Time lias bena 
When thou hast listened for me, vhen m; voice, 
Half a street off, mj footstep oil the cansevftj. 
Would bring my little haudmiud, springing forth 
With eager setrice, to fling wide the door, 
And seize my cloaL [CLA.irDiA riui kaitih/ to take kit ehak.'^ 
Nay, nay, I need thee not. 

CiA. Oh, let me take it, father ! 

Bjb. Sit thee down. 
And ply thy sewing. [CiiitJDiA. ntt, and taket t^ lie stein of 

ravelled wvaled.'] Hath Alberti — ao — 
The west is glowing stilL Hark ye, fair mistress : 
CtoBsing the ball but now, I saw a shadow 
Upon the garden wall, as clearly traced. 
By the sun's parting rays, as I see thee 
Weaving &esh tallies in that ravelled skein. 
Which then afTeot'st to wind. He most have passed 
By yonder open lattice. Art thou dumb P 
Did thon not see him, Glaodia? him idioae shadow 
Darkened the sonny wall ? 

Cli. Perohance, Camtllo. 

BiE. CamilliD ! old Comillo 1 when I told thee 
I saw him plainly as thyself : — the form 
Bred and stately ; the prond head thrown back 
Crested with waving plumes. Ferchance, Camillo ! 
Claudia, with thine old Roman name, I gave thee 
Precepts that might have made thee simply great, 
Ab ever maiden of old Borne. Camillo ! 
Wonldst thou deceive thy father F Fay'st thou thns 
Hia love, his trust, his doting pride ? 

ClA- ISuet.'] Oh, no! [Weeps. 

No, no I I'll tell thee all : foi^ve me, father, 
On^ forgive me !— thon sholt hear^ 

Bis. Not now. 
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Not nov, mj Cl&adiai oheer thee, sweet I 111 hear 
Thj tale some fitter season. Wipe tHine eyes. 

IKittei /urjbniitad. 
If I've been harsh with thee, 'twas lore, my Claudia, 
Love of m; ^rest dan^ter, and vexed tlioaghta 
Of this oppreasid city. Sit thee, sweet ! 
All is at peace between as ; weep no more, 
Uj Claudia. 

Cli. This is joy. 

BiE. I had been chafed 
By one of yon base minions. Bnt the hour 
Ctf vengeance comes. 

Cu. Of vengeance 1 

BiE. Say, of freedom ;— 
Dost tremble at the sonnd? 

Cu. Oh, father, each 
Alike is terrible ; for each brings war, 
lieice, desperate war. 

Bn. Clandii^ in these bad days. 
When man mnst tread perforce the flinty path 
Of dnty, hard and ro^^ed, fail not thou 
TMy at ni^ and morning to give thanks 
To tike all-gracions power that smoothed the way 
For woman's totderer feet. She bnt looks on. 
And waits snd prays for the good canse, whilst man 
Fif^ts, stmg^es, triumphs, dies. Vex not thy mind 
With thoQ^ts of state, my dear one ; tliere's no danger : 
All whom thou lov'st are safe ; all, silly trembler. 
Peace, peace ! I will not hear thee : all are safe. 

Eater ALBXEn. 
Alberti, welcome. [Bibnzi imrf Cliddia rtM.] Be the scrolls 

On churches, at street-comers, in the markets 
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Art sure of the soldiers f Dost thoa hold the watch ? 
Thine answer in a word. 

Ai<B. In one word, yes. 
All ia prepared. Fm waited at the castle ; 
Yet hearken. Cola ; I saw Count SaTclli, 
Colonna'a Itinamnii , conning; yon bold summons : 
Thon hadst beat avoid him. 

Bjx. Nay, confront him, rather : 
I'll to the palace, meet them, baffle them. 
Hast heard aoght of the Ursim f 

Ais. They feast 
High and elate within their halla. 

Rib. Yon wretch 
Was not even missed. Poor slave, he shall be cared for. 
Now, for the last time — Simple child, in, in ! 
Lay all thy cares to rest. In, in, my child ! 
Bless thee, my Claudia ! my fair Claudia 1 [ P»l> Aer geiilly 

off.-] Now 
Eor BiOmB and freedom. [Exeunt. 



EKD or Act I. 
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ACT n., SCENE I.] KISMZI. 



A Hall in tie Colonaa Palate. 
Snter CoLONiu, Cif AUsLLO, Last CaLOMMA mtd Noblei. 

Col. What, Martin TJrsmi om senator I 
An Ursini, and of that hated race 
The most abhorred, the wont. He chief of Rome ! 
Sick, too. Tnsh I tuah ! 

Cav. The tale is rife, Colonna ; 
And, as I passed his paUce, glancing lights 
And sadden shonta and meny music spake 
The high and liberal feasting which forernna 
Expected triumph. 

Col. Martin TJcsini 
Head of the state ! and the Colonna fallen 
Beneath their rival's feet 1 Eia wanton Taasals, 
The meanest horseboja of his train, nill spurn 
Mj belted knights. Consin, we most awa; 
To Pttlestrina, and arraj in force 
Our men at arms ; thej will be needed. 

LadtC. Fie! 
These brawls match ill with tb; white bain. 
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Col. Qood wife, 
Wouldst have me tarn a craTen in mine age, 
A by-word to mine enemies F 

Last C. Art tkin not 
Stephen Colonna, of that greatest name 
The greatest ? Which of these prond Uraini 
Maj mateh with thee in fflme P But thy old Wieaths 
Were won in Bobler fields. These private fends 
Are grown a crying evil. 

Enier SiViLLi. 

Connt Savelli ! 

Sav. a &it good evening, noble dame. Colonna, 
Hear'st thon the news F 

Coi~ Of Martin ■DrainiP 

Sav. Nay, that were common, stale, and triviaL See, 
I bring ye tidings of rebellion, sirs ; 
High tidmga ! stirring tidings ! prompt rebeUiou I 
Headed— I pr'ythee guess. 

Cap. Rare food for mirth. 
If we may judge by look and tone. The wives 
Of Rome revolted ; or the husbands risen 
Against their gentle dames. 

Sav. 'Tis a brief summons, 
lierj, but scholarly, stem, bold, and plain, — 
Calling tlie citizens to meet to-night 
And win their freedom. Snch a scroll aa this 
Is fixed in every street. 

Caf. How signed P 

Sav. Guess, guess ! 
There lies the miriii : ye'll never guess — read here. 

[SAoteing a acroll. 

Ct3. What, Cola di Bienzi ! honest Cola, 
Who saves Colonna here a jester's charge. 
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A fool without the bella. Honest Sieiui ! 
'Tis ft derioe of the bhwk Uraini 

Col, Likelier some freak of Col&'t. He httii tmned 
A bitter knave erf late, and lost his mirth. 
And mnttera riddling inniii^ ud wild tales 
Of the great dajs of hesthen Rome ; and pratee 
Of peace, and liberty, &nd equal law. 
And mUd philoaoph;, to na the kni{^ta 
And warriors of thijs warlike age, who role 
By the bright law of arma, The fool's grown wise— 
A grieroua change. 

L&Di C. I ever thought him so ; 
A sad wise man, of daring eje, and tree, 
Tet mystic speech. When ;e have laoghed, I stiU 
Hare shuddered, for his darkling words oft fell 
Like oracles, answering with dim response 
To my nnspoken thonfijits, »o that my spirit. 
Albeit unnsed to womanish fear, hath qnail'd 
To hear his voice's deep vibration. Watch hira ! 
Be sore, he is ambitious. Watch him, lords : 
He hath o'erleqit the barrier, poverty ; 
Hath conquered his mean parentage; hath ekunb 
To decent station, to high lettered feme ; 
The pontilF's notary ; the honoured friend 
Of PetraroL Watch him well. 

Col. Tush 1 tush ! Sienzi, 
Cola Eienzi, honest Cola, rise 
'Gainst us ! Fair wife, I deemed thee wiser. They 
Who plot are silent. Would we were as sure 
Of Martin Ursini ! What sajs Avignon? 
The holy bther hathnot joined the faction? 

S/iter RiEKZi, ieAtnd, uiueen. 
Sav. I know not ; but the cardinals, bis uncles. 
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Are powerful with Pope Clement. 
Col. All the race, 

ChoTchineii or laic, old or young, have craft 

Yeined in their staaj hearts, the maatef -streak 

Of that cold marble. Of the cardinals, 

Gaetano ia a soldier-priest, but waiy. 

And politic as valiant ; Ajmibal, 

A meek aoft-spoken monk, who, crawling, climbs 

Ambition's loftiest ladder. Of the nephews — 

Bjb. lAdeancisff.'] Despatch them at a stroke, — sa; 
they're thy foes. 

Siv. Why, MaatCT Cola— 

EiE. Say they are thy foes. 

Sav. Alt thou their friend P I have heard talk of wrongs 
Thon bast suffered from the Ursini. 

RiE.- Ay, ay, 
A trifle of a life, a foolish brother 
KiUed in a midnight brawL Tour privilege. 
Tour feudal privilege I ye slay our brethren. 
And we— we kiss the sword. This Martin Ursini— 

Col. What of the knavish ruffian ? 

BiE. Mend thy phrase — 
Shall ne'er be senator, — yet mend thy phrase ; 
Bespeak h™ fair; ye may be friends. 

Col, Itienda? 

A day will come, wlien I shall aee ye joined 
In a close leagne. 

Col. Joined! by what tie P 

Bib. By hatred. 
By danger, the two hands that tightest grasp 
Each other, the two cords that soonest knit 
A fiist and stubborn tie : joor true-love-knot 
la nothing to it. Faugh ! the siqiple touch 
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Of pliant inteieat, or the dnat of time. 
Or the pin-point of temper, loose, or rot. 
Or soap bve's silken bond. Pear lud old hate. 
They are auie weavers, they work for the atorm. 
The whirlwind, and the rocking surge ; their biot 
Endnres till death. Ye will be friends, I tell thee. 
Ere you inccmatBiit moon hath waxed and waned. 
Ye will be friends. Yet Martin Ursini 
Shall ne'er be Benator, 

Sat. Why, master prophet. 
Men say thon Bhalt be senator, or king. 
Or emperor. Hast read the scroUf when goeat thon 
To head thy rebel bandP See ! see I [Qivet the leroll. 

EiB, [Reading.} " At midnight — " 
Well, I oome here to whUe away the time 
Till that dread honr — " Upon the Q^lol." — 
Look that ye set forth scents and men at arxas 
To seize the chie^, and chase the mnltitude, 
Like sheep before the d<^. Ye were best send 
To man the castle walls, and trq)ly gnard — 
Who is the captain of the watch F 

SiT. Aiberti. 

Bib. Ha, mine old friend-l I oonnsel ye, my lords. 
Seize me, and cmsh this great rebellimi; me. 
Cola Bienzi, honest Cola ! Lan^ ye ? 
An honest man hath played the n^ine, ere now — 
Witness this scroll. 

Col. a scurvy jest ! 

Bn. A jest I 
C&U it a jest, and 'tia a mookety 
Of all that, in this worn-out world, atuTires 
Of great and glorioos, the eternal power 
Lodged in the will of man, the hallowed names 
Of freedom and of country ! — If a truth — 
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LadtC. What, if atruthP 

Bis. Then ^Wheie is Angelo, 

Thy goodly son, M"!"""!! f 

Coi^ Bost thos seek 
A fnll-fledged gaUamt, and bo gaily plumed. 
Here, in his fumnt nest f If thou wooldst meet 
The rover, go «hen msudolinea are heaid. 
Beneath co; beaut^a lattice. Count Stk?elli 
Hath a fur dau^ter. 

Cap. I have heard him prajse 
Bianca TJrsiiii. 

Col. An Ursim. ! 

Last C. Calm the«, Colomia. Eest thee sore thy son 
Will never stain thy honoitr'd name— will never 
Fo^et his proud obedience. 

UtE. Say'stthonsoF 

Last C. With a glad certainty. 

Rib. Look to him, then ; 
Tet, iratch him as ye may, sgainst ytntr vUl 
He shall esponse the direst maid in Borne; 
The fmeet and the greatest. 

Sav. And as good 
As she is great, and innocent as fail t 

Bib. Even to the onnnung of a poef s dieam 
Gentle, and beaatifol, ajid good. — Yet, mark me^ 
A^iainat thy will 1 I sud against thy will ! [Erii. 

LasiC. Heai'st thoaf ICalliMg aJUr Bmtia.} He's 
gone! 

Sav. Dear lady, think no more 
Of this wild prophecy. 

Last C. Nay, I am sture 
Of Angeb. Why dost thou seek tiiy swordf 
Ikon goest not forth so late, good hubud 7 

Col. Yes; 
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The aiglit is fur, — I shall take hone at once 
For Faleatrm; thence to ATignon. 
We'll bide aome atroggle with these Ursini. 
Will ;e ride with me, kiosmen F 

Cat. Jojfollj. 

Last C. Til wait ye to the oooTt.-^-Tet, once again. 
Beware Rienzi I iEatmt. 

SCENE II. 

Bejbre Ihe Oalet of the Capilol—The itagt darkened. 

hiJSEB.-n, Paolo, CHianu, ^a. Orowd i» the baeiffrimnd. 

Ftbst Cit. This is the chosen spot. A brave assem- 

Secosd Git. Why, jm. No marrel tbat Rieiizi stniek 
So bold a blow. I had he«d shrewd reports 
Of heftts, and discontentB, and gathering bands, 
Bnt never dream'd of Cola. 

Pao, Tia the spot ! 
Whese loiters he ? The night Tears oa ifatx. 

Alb. It is not jct the honr. 

FmsT CiT. Who speaks ? 

AvoimmCiT. Albrati, 
The captain of the guard ; be, amd his Bcddims, 
HsTC joined onr faction. 

Arn . Conkndes, we aKall gain 
An easj victory. The TJrsini, 
Dronk witb false hope and brute debanch, feast hig^ 
Within their palace. Never wore emprise 
A fairer face. 

Pao. And yet the anmrner heaven. 
Sky, moon, and stars, are overcast. The saints 
Send tbat ^^^i* di 
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Enter Emif zi_/hw» the back. 

Rib. [Advaneinff to lie/ivnl.'] Datlmeas ! did ye never 
Watck tlie dark glooming of the ttHindei-cload, 
Ere the storm bnrstF We'll light this daAness, sir. 
With the brave flash of spear and sword. 

At.t. tH£ CrrizENa shout. Bienzi ! 
Xiive, brave Rienzi ! honest Cola ! 

BiE. Friends ! 

CrnzENs. Long lire Bienzi ! 

At.t Listen to him. 

Bib. Frien<]s, 
I come not here to talk. Te know too well 
The aforj ot our thraldom. We are slaves I 
The bright siui rises to his oonrse, and lights 
A race of alares ! He sets, and his last beam 
Falls on a slave : not such as, swept along 
Bj the ioR tide of power, the conqueror leads 
To crimson g^ory and undying fame ; 
But base ignoble slaves, slaves to a horde 
Of petty tyrants, feudal despots, lords 
Rich in some dozen paltiy villages. 
Strong in some hundred spearmen, only great 
Li that strange spell, a name. Each hour, dark fraud. 
Or open rapine, or protected murder. 
Cry out against them. But this very day. 
An honest man, my neig^bonr. [Potnfu^ to Faolo,] There 

he stands, — 
Was stnu^ strack like a dog, by one who ware 
The badge of Ursini, becanse, forsooth. 
He tossed not high hia ready cap in air, 
Kor lifted up his voice in servile shouts. 
At sight of that great ruffian. Be we men. 
And suffer such disbonour F "Ken, and wash not 
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The staia away in blood P Such shames are common : 

I have known deeper wrongs, 1 that speak to je, 

I had a brother once, a gracious boj, 

full of all gentleness, of calmest hope, 

Of sweet and quiet joj. There was the look 

Of heaven upon his face, which limners g^ve 

To the beloTcd disciple. How I loved 

That gracious boy ! Younger by fifteen years, 

Brother at once and son ! He left my side ; 

A. Gmumer bloom on his fair cheeks, a smile 

Parting his innocent lips. In one short houi 

The pretty harmless boy was slain ! I saw 

The corse, the mangled corse, and vhen I cried 

For vengeance— Rouse, ye Romans ! Rouse, ye slaves ! 

Have ye brave sons ? Look in the next fierce brawl 

To see them die. Have ye fair daughters P Look 

To see them live, torn from your arms, distained, 

XHshonoored; and, if ye dare call for justice, 

Be answered by the lash. Yet, this b Rome, 

That sate on her seven hills, and from her throne 

Of beauty ruled the world ! Yet, we are Romans ! 

Why, in that elder day, to be a Roman 

Was greater than a king ! And once again, — 

Hear me, ye walls, that echoed to the tread 

Of either Brutus ! — ouee again, I swear. 

The eternal city shall be free ; her sons 

Shall walk with princes. Ere to-morrow's dawn. 

The tyrants— 

FmsT CiT. Hush ! Who passes there ? 

lOitizoK retire back. 

Alb. a foe, 
By his prond bearing. Seize him. 

BiE. As I deem, . 
'Tis Angelo Colonna. Touch him not, — 

VOL. 1. C 
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I would hold pM-ley with him. Good Alberti, 

The hour is nigh. Awa; ! \_Ecil Aiabrti. 

Ejiigr AsGELO CoLONNA. 
Now, sir! [?« Ahoelo. 

Aug. WTiftt be ye. 
That thus in stem and watchful mysteiy 
Cluster beneath the veil of night, and start 
To hear a stranger's foot ? 

RrE. Romans. 

Ane. And wherefore 
Meet ye, mj eonntrjmen ? 

BiE. For freedom. 

Ahg. Surely, 
Thou art CoU di BienziF 

RiE. Ay, the Toioe, 
The traitor voice. 

Aug. I knew thee by the words. 
Who, save thyaelf, in this bad age, when man 
Liea prostrate like yon temple, dared conjoin 
The aounda of Home and freedom ? 

Rle. I shall teach 
The world to blend those words, as in the dajs 
Before the Ctesars. Thou shalt be the first 
To hail the union. I have seen thee hang 
On tales of the world's, mistress, till thine eyes 
Flooded with strong emotion, have let fall 
£ig tear-drops on thy cheeks, and thy youi^ hand 
Hath clenched thy maiden sword. Cnsheath it now. 
Now, at thy country's call ! What, dost thou pause ? 
Is the flame qnenched ? Dost falter P Hence with thee. 
Pass on t pass while thou may ! 

AvQ. Hear me, Rienzi. 
£ven now my spirit Leaps up at the thought 
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Of those brave storied daya, a treasnr; 
Of matchless visions, bright and glorified. 
Paling the dim li^ts of this darkling world 
With the golden blaze of heaven ; but past and gone. 
As clouds of yesterday, as last night's dream. 
Rib. a dream ! . Dost see jon phaUni, srtiil and 

An hundred leaders, each with such a band. 
So anned, so resolute, so fixed in will, 
Wait with suppressed impatience till the; bear 
The great bell of the Capitol, tfl spring 
At once on their proud foea. Join them. 

Aire. M; father! 

Hie. Already he hath quitted Rome. 

Ams. Mj linsmen ! 

Rib. We are too strong for conteat. Thou shalt see 
No other change within onr peaceful streets 
Than that of slaves to freemen. Such a change 
Aa is the silent step from night to day, 
From darkness into light. We talk too long. 

Abb. Yet reason with them; warn them. 

Rll. And their answer. 
Will be the gaol, the gibbet, or the aie. 
The keen retort of power. Why, I have reasoned ; 
And, bat that I am held, amongst your great ones. 
Half n^ar^llll»l and half fool, these bones of mine 
Had whitened on yon walL Warn them ! They met 
At every step dark warnings. The pnre air. 
Where'er they passed, was heavy with the weight 
Of sullen silence ; friend met friend, nor smUed, 
Till the last footfall of the tyrant's steed 
Had died upon the ear ; and low and hoarse 
Hatred oame mnrmoring like the deep voice 
Of the wind before the tempest. Sir, the boys. 
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The onfledged boja, march at their mother'a hest. 

Beside their grandsires ; even the girla of Rome, 

The gentle and the delicate, array 

Their lovers in this caose. I have one jonder, 

Clandia Ricnzi, — thou hast seen the mwd— 

A silly trembler, a slight fragile toy. 

As ever nursed a dove, or reared a flower, — 

Yet she, even she, is pledged — 

Akg. To whom ? to whom ? 

EiE. To liiherty. Was never virgin vowed 
In the fair temple over-ri^t out house 
To serve the goddess, Vesta, as my child 
Is dedicate to Freedom. A king's son 
Might kneel in vain for Claudia. None shall wed her. 
Save a tme champion of the cause. 

A»e. I'll join ye : [Givei kis hand to Riemzi. 

How shall I swear P 

BiE, [To lie People.'] Friends, comrades, countrymen ! 
I bring unLoped-for aid. Tonng Angelo, 
The immediate heir of the Colonua, craves 
To join yonr hand. 

All lie Citizeiu liosi— He's welcome ! 

[Comng forward. 

Aug. Hear me swear 
By Rome — by freedom — by Rienzi ! Comrades, 
How have yon titled your deliverer F consul, 
Dictator, emperor P 

The People ihoat — Consul ! Emperor I &c. &c. 

EiB, No: 
Those names have been so often steeped in blood, 
So shamed by folly, so profaned by sin, 
Tbe sound seems ominons,— I'll none of them. 
Call me the Tribuike of tlie People : there 
My honouring duty lies. 
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{The Gifixem »fea<— Hail to our Tribune ! The bell aoundi 
thrice ; thouU again ; and a militaty band is heard 
playing a march loithout. 
Ha ! the bell, the bell ! 
The knell of tyramij, the mighty voice. 
That, to the city and the plain, to earth. 
And listening heaven, proclaims the glorious tale 
Of Borne re-born, and Freedom. See, the clouds 
Are swept away, and the moon's boat of light 
Sails in the clear bine sky, and million stars 
Look out on ua, and smile. 

[The gate of the Capiiol opens, and Aibbbti and Soldiers, 
Join the People, and lay the keys at "BsssTi'sfiet. 
Hark ! that great voice 

Hath broke our bondage. Look, without a stroke 
The Capitol is won, the gates unfold. 
The keys are at our feet. AJberti, friend. 
How shaD I pay thy serrice P Citizens ! 
First to possess the pakce citadel, 
Tbe fmnons strength of Rome ; then Ut sweep 01^ 
Triumphant, through her streets. 

[Am ItxENZi and the People are entering the Capitol, he 

Oh, glorious wreck 

Of gods and CKsars ! Thou ahalt reign again. 
Queen of the world; and I — Come on, come on. 
My people ! 
CiiiZENS. Live Eienri— live our Tribune I 

[Esemii through the gate* tnio the Q^lol. 
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T&e OiUtide of a Oiurt o/Jtutiee, a Qtrnd romd the Gate*— 
Pertom deieending the SUptJhm ime to time. 

Enter Paolo and the Fibst Citizen, aeeling the Second 
Citizen, who adtaneet io Ihemfrom the Siepa. 

Fao. ITo lie Second CH.} How goes the trial F 

Second Cit. Bravelj. 

Pio. ITo the Fint Cii. in front.'] A foit day. 
Good neighbour, tbou'rt a stranger. 

FiBST CiT, I have been 
Awa; from Rome, good Paolo, since the da; 
Of onr deUTerance, irhen Hienzi punished 
A servant of the Ursini, for striking 
Th; bonnet from th; head. 

Pao. And now thou find'st 
'Ybia same Bienzi in a wa; to pnnish 
The master. 

FiBfiT CiT Martin TJrsini P 

Pao. The Tribune 
Now aits in judgment on him. 

rniST Cit. Wherefore!* 



jNGoogle 



SCENE I.] RIENZI. 31 

Secomd Cit. Sir, 
For a breach of the new law, the might; plunder 
Of 3, vast wreck, an argosj, a booty 
To tempt an emperor. 

FiBST Cit. Martin Ursini ! 
Almost onr senator ! The fearful head 
Of the fearfullest name of Biime. 

Pao. Aj, he is like — 

[To at. paaiug from the Halt. 
How goes the trial P 

Thibd Cit. Well. [Crouti, and exit. 

Fao. Is like to swing 
From a gibbet in the Forum. 

First Cit. Will he dare? 

Second Cit. Dare! why thou saw'st his spirit; now his 
power 
Matches bia will ; and nerer lineal prince 
Sate firmer on his throne, or lighther swajed 
The reins of empire. He hath swept away 
The oppressors and extortioners, hath gained 
Kingly allies, hath reconciled the pope. 
Hath quelled the barons. 

FiBflT CiT. Ay, I rode to Home 
With a follower of Colonna. Angelo 
Hath won his father to submission. 

iSkoutt Kitkin the court — Periaiu eome rapidly out. 

Pad. [To a Citizm, jumir^.] Hark ! 
The prisoner is condemned ? 

Fourth Cit. He is. Bienzi 
Heard him with a grave patience ; almost leamng 
To mercy. But the fact was flagrant. 

[PertOMpaitinffJrom the Court of JtaUee over the Stage. 

FiBBT Cit. Hark ! 
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Another shoot. Wheie go ye F 

Fifth Cn. To the Fornm, 
To wait the czeoatioa. 

Enter Reenzi, attended ; and follimied bg Ubsuji, Pbakoj- 
FAKI, atid other Noilei- 

Second Cit. Hb, the Tribune ! 
And the great priaoner's kindred ! 

Citizens. Live Eienzi ! 
Live our just Tribune ! 

[Jll thovt mhen Bnijzi m in Ike front. 

Ubs. Good m; lord, beseech thee — 

RiE. Ye plead in Tain. 

Urs. Yet hear me. — Force me not 
To appeal againat thy sentence. 

Em. Ay! To whom F 
There stand my judges, lords, and yonrs : the people, 
The free and honest people ! Seek of them 
If I hold even the scales of justice. 

Citizens. Live 
Our Tribune I our jnst Tribune 1 

{SAoui—JExit EiBHZi leith Citiiau. 

Fba. Follow not, 
But seek Lord Angelo : he hath a power 
Over this haughty despot. 

TIbs. Qods 1 what tyranny 
Men will endure in freedom's name. Tea, yea ! 
Lord Angelo ! my foeman thongh he be. 
His old hereditaiy pride will rise 
Againat this ohnrl'a base porpoae. If bis power — 

Fsi. The daughter ! Claudia ! Quick to seek Colonna ; 
The Tribune holds his court at noon. Quick ! Quick ! 

lExeant, 
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An Apattment in H« Capiiol. 

Enler Cj^vbu, Bekta, Tbbesa, and Rosa. — All but 
Claudia embrindering, Sfv. 

Tes. Sweet Isdj, vhj so sad ? 

CiA. I know not. 

Beb. Try 
Ton emerald cukuiet, or let me braid 
These pearls in thj long tresses. 

Teh. She affects not 
Such glittering baubles ; rather sing to her 
One of th; songs from the cold north. 

Rosa. Shall Berta 
Sijig to thee, lady. 

Cla. Yes, I care not. \Ooe> to the coseA, and lits. 

Teb. Sing. 

SONG.— Berta. 

The red rose is queen of the garden-bower. 

That glows in the sun at noon; 
And the lady lily's the fairest flower 

That swings her white bells in the breeze of June ; 
Bat they who come 'mid kost uid flood. 

Peeping from bank, or root of tree, 
The primrose and the violet-bud, — 

They are the dearest flowers to me. 

The nightingale's is the sweetest song 

That ever the rose hath heard ; 
And when the lark sings, the white clouds among, 

The lily looks i^ to the heavenly bird : 
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But the robin, with its eje of jet, 

Wlio pipes from the bare boughs merrilj 
To the primroae pale and the Tiolet, — 

His is the dearest song to me. 

TsK. Didst like the stnuu V 

Cli. There's a deep wisdom iu it : 
The lowl; blossom, and the wintry friend, 
Thej aie the dearest, I'm set i' the sun 
To wither. 

Rosa. She is sad again. Wonldst hear 
A raenj story, lady P Or a tale 
Of murder to dwert thee ? 

Bee. Or a legend 
Fresh from the Holy Land P 

Enter BiEHzi. 

Tbk. The Tribune ! [Claodia riiei Aatti/y. 

Hie. LesTO us. [The LadUi tue and go out. 

Claudia — nay, start not ! Thou, att sad t«-day 
I found thee sitting idly, 'midat thy maids 
A pretty, ki^hing, restless band, who plied 
Quick tongue and nimble finger, mute and pale 
As marble ; those nnseeing eyes weie fixed 
On vacant air; and that &Ir brow was bent 
As sternly as if the mde stranger, Thought, 
Age-giving, mirth-destroying, pitiless Thought, 
Had knocked at thy young giddy bndn. 

OiA, Nay, father, 
Mock not tbine own poor ClaudiSL. 

RiE. Claudia used 
To bear a merry heart, with that dear Toice, 
Prattling; and that li^t busy foot, astir 
In her small housewifery, the blithest bee 
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That ever wronght in hive. 

Cla. Oil ! mine old home I 

RiE. What ails thee, lady-bird ? 

Cu. Mine own dear home ! 
Father, I love not this new state ; these halls. 
Where comfort dies in vastness ; these trim maids, 
Whose serviee wearies me. Oh ! mine old home \ 
M; qniet, pleasant chamber, with the mjrtle 
WoTen round the oaaeraent ; and the cedar by, 
Shading the sun ; my garden overgrown 
With flowers and herbs, thick-set aa grass in fields ; 
My pretty snow-white doves ; my kindest nurse ; 
And old Camillo. — Oh I mine own dear home I 

BiE. Why, simple cliild, thoa hast thine old fond nurse. 
And good Camillo, and shalt have thy doves. 
Thy myrtles, flowers, and cedars ; a whole province 
Laid in a garden, an' thou wilt. My Claudia, 
Hast thou not learnt thy power P Ask orient gems. 
Diamonds and sapphires, in rich caskets, wron^t 
By cunning goldsmiths ; sigh for rarest birds. 
Of farthest Ind, like vring^d flowers, to flit 
Anaund thj stately bower ; and, at a wish, 
'She precious toys shall wait thee. Old Camillo ! 
Thou shalt have nobler servants, emperors, kings, 
Electors, princes ! not a bachelor 
In Christendom but would right proudly kneel 
To my fur daughter. 

Cla. Oh ! mine own dear home ! 

RiH. Wilt have a list to choose from f Listen, sweet ! 
If the taU cedar, and the branchy myrtle. 
And the white doves, were tell-tales, I would ask them 
Whose was the shadow on the sunny wall P 
And if, at eventide, they heard not oft 
A tuneful mandoline, and then a voice. 
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Cleat in its maul; deptb, vhose tide of song 
O'erwhelmed the quivering instrament ; and then 
A world of whispers, mixed with low response, 
Sweet, short, and broken, as divided strains 
Of nightingales. 

Cla. Oh, father ! father ! 

EiB. Well! 
Dost love-Mm, Claudia P 

Cla. Father! 

BiE. Dost thoD love 
Young Angelo P Yea F SaJdat thoa jes ? That heart. 
That throbbing heart of thine, keeps such a coil, 
I cannot hear thy words. He is returned 
To Rome ; he left thee on mine errand, dear one : 
An d now — ^Is there no casement mjrtle-wreathed. 
No cedar in our courts, to shade to-mght 
_ The lover's aong? 

CiA. Oh, father! father 1 

Rib. Now, 
Back to th; maidens, with a lightened heart. 
Mine own beloved child. Thou shalt be first 
In Rome, as thou art forest ; never princess 
Brought to the proud Cotonna such a dower 
As thou. Yonng Angelo hath chosen his mate 
From oat an eagle's nest. 

Cla. Alas ! alas ! 
I tremble at the height. Whene'er I think 
Of the hot barons, of the fickle people 
And the inconstancy of power, I tremble 
For thee, dear father. 

Rib. Tremble ! Let them tremble. 
I am their master, Clandia ! whom the; scorned. 
Endured, protected. — Sweet, go dream of love ! — 
I am their master, Clandia. lExemti. 



jNGoogle 



SCENE in.] 



A Maffnificent Hall in the C^tol. 

Eater CoLONMA, Ubsini, Fbangifaiii, Ca71b,ello, tke 
Nuncio, an Ambassador, NobUi, ^e. 

GoL. Qibbet and cord I a base plebeian deatb 1 
And be the head of the great Roman name. 
That rivalled the Colonna! Ursini, 
Thy brother shall not die. The grief is thine. 
The shame ia general. How saj ye, barons F 

Usa. If je resist, je share hia doom. Head ! plead ! 
Dissemble with the tyrant, — stifle hate. 
And maater scorn, as I have done. Plead for him. 

Col. To Cola! Can I frame mj speech to sue 
To Cola, most &miliar of the drones 
That throi^ed my hall of afternoons, content 
To sit below the salt, and bear all jeats. 
The retinae and pest of greatness. Sue 
To Cola! 

Uks. Fear not, bnt revenge wiU come. 
We being Menda, from whose dissension aprang 
The usurper's strength. An hour wiU come. 

Enter Angelo. 
Lord Angelo, 
Thou wilt not fwl ns. 

Ana. Snrelj, no ! 'Tia stem {Qoei up to Ubsihi. 

Revengeful, cruel, pitiless I The people. 
To soothe the fickle people ! Yet he's wiser : 
Hell be persuaded. 

Pba. He approaches. ^Mmie witAout. 
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Col. What! 
Ushered with m 



Enter Riehzi, attended. 



Rib. Why, this 
Is well, mj lords, this full assemblage. Now 
The chief of Eome stands fitly ^rt with names 
Strong as their towers around him. Fall not off. 
And we shall be impregnable. [Advancing up lie £ 

Lord Nuncio, 

I should have aak'd thj blessing. I haye sent 
Our nussires to the pontiff. Count SaTclli, — 
Mj lord ambassador, I crave jour pardon. 
What news from Venice, the sea-qneen? Savelli, 
I have a little maiden who must know 
Thy fairest daughter. Angelo ! Colonna 1 
A double welcome ! Kome lacked half het state 
Wanting her princely Columns. 

Col. Sir, I come 
A suitor to thee. Martin Ursini — 

SiE. When last his name was on thy lips — WeU, sir. 
Thy suit, thy suit 1 If pardon, take at once 
My answer — No. 

Aho. Yet, mercy— 

IU£. Angelo, 
Waste not thy pleadings on a desperate cause 
And a resolved spirit. She awaits the«. 
Haste to that fairer court. [Erit Ang 

My Lord Colonna, 
This is a needful justice. 

Col. Noble Trihune, 
It is a crime which custom — 

Bib, Ay, the law 
Of the strong against the weak— your law, the law 
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Of the sword and spear. Bat, gentUa, ye live now 
Under the good estate. 

Sav. He ia noble. 

Ejle. Therefore, 
A tbooHmd times he dies. Te are noble, ura. 
And need a warning. 

Col. 8ick, almost to death. 

Bi£. Ye have less cause to grieve. 

Fra. New-wedded. 

Madonna Laura is a blooming dame. 
And will become her weeds. 

Cap, Remember, Tribune, 
He hath two nodes, cardinals. WouMst outrage 
The sacred college F 

KiE. The lord cardinals. 
Meek, pious, lowly men, and loving virtoe. 
Win render thanks to him who wipes a blot 
So flagrant from their name. 

Col. An Ursini ! 
Head o( the Ursini ! 

Ues. Mine only brother ! [OoMwy to RiEHzi. 

EiE. And dar'st thou talk to me of brothers ? Thon. 
Whose groom — Would^t have me bret^ my own just lawa. 
To save thy brother ? Thine ! Hast thou forgotten 
When that most beautiful and blameless boy, 
The prettiest piece of innocence that ever 
Breath'd in this sinful world, lay at thy feet. 
Slain by thy pampered minion, and I knelt 
Before thee for redress, whilst thou — Didst never 
Hear talk of retribution P This is justice. 
Pure justice, not revraige 1— Mark well, my brds, — 
Pure equal justice. Martin Ursini 
Had open trial, is guilty, is condemned. 
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And tie stutll die. 

Col. Yet listen to us— 

KiE. Lords, 
If je could range before me all the peers. 
Prelates, and potentates of Christendom, 
The holj pontiff kneeling at mj knee. 
And emperors crouching at mj feet, to ane 
For this great robber, still I should be blind 
As justice. But this very daj a wife. 
One infant HaTiging at her breast, and two, 
Scarce bigger, first-bora twins of miserj. 
Clinging to the poor rags that scarcely hid 
Her squalid form, grasped at my bridle-rein 
To beg her huaband'a life, condemned to die 
For some vile petty theft, some paltry scndi : 
And, whilst the fleiy war-horse chaf d and reared. 
Shaking his crest, and plunging to get free. 
There, midst the dangerous coil, unmoT'd, she stood. 
Pleading in broken words, and piercing shrieks, 
And hoarse low shiTering sobs, the Teiy cry 
Of nature ! And, when I at last said No — 
For I said No to her — she flung herself 
And those poor innocent babes between the stones 
And my hot Arab's hoofs. We aav'd them all, 
Thank Heaven, we saved them all ! bat I sud No 
To that sad woman, midst her shrieks. Ye dare not 
Ask me for mercy now. 

Sa.t, Yet he is noble ! 
Let him not die a fekm's death. 

BiE. Again! 
Ye weary me. No more of this, Cotonna, 
Thy son loves my ink daughter. 'Tis an union. 
However my yonng Claudia might have graced 
A monarch's side, that augnrs hopefully, 
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Bliaa to the vedded pair, and peace to Borne, 
And it shall be accomplished. Qood, m; lorda, 
I bid je to the bridal; one and all, 
I bid je to the bridal feast. And now 
A bir good monow ! 

lExii BiBNZi, ailatdeii if Nwtdo, Amiaasador, and other 
Lordi, ^c. 

Sat. Hath stem destiny 
Clothed him in this man's shape, that, in a breath. 
He deals out death and marriage ? Ursini [ 
Colonna ! be ye stmmed ? 

Col. I'll Mow him ! 
Tyrant 1 usurper ! base-born churl ! to deem 
That son of mine — 

Ubs, Submit, aa I have done, 
For vengesQCe. Prom onr grief and shame shall spring 
A second retribution ; and this banquet. 
This nuptial banquet, this triumphal hom-. 
Shall be the veiy scene of our rerenge ! 
I may not loiter here. The fatal moment 
Of our disgrace is nigh. Ere eTcning close, 
I'll seek thee at thy palace. Seem to yield, 
And victory is sure. 

Col. I'll take thy counsel. [Exeunt. 
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A Hall in the Q^tol.—TAe Tribunal Crimon Chair, eienated 
on two Slept — a tpleniid Banquet, Lordi and Ladiei seated 
round tie Tablet. 

Enter Satelu, Piuhoifaki, and CafaBello, leho adtaHee 
to the /hmt—CiKlua and other Attendanti in the Back- 

Sat. He bears him like a prince, save that be lacks 
The port serene of majesty. His mood 
Is fitful ; statelj now, sud sad ; anon. 
Full of a burried mirth ; courteous awhile. 
And mihl ; then bursting, on a sudden, forth. 
Into sharp biting taunts. 

FaA. And at tlie altar, 
When he first found the prond and angr; mother 
Refosed to grace tie uuptjals, even the Nuncio 
Qoailed at hia fler; threats. 

Cat. I saw Colonna 
Gnawing bis lip foi wrath. 
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Sav. Why, this new power 
Monnta to the bTain like wine. For aoch disease. 
Your skilfol leech lets blood. 

Fra. Suspects he aoght 
Of our design? we hunt a subde quarry. 

Sat. fiat with a wilier hnntsman. 

©ifer Uhsihi. 

Hath every point been guarded F be the masquers 
Valiant and strongly armed P have ye ta'en order 
To close the gates, to seize his train, to cut 
Tbe cordi^ of the bell, that none may summon 
The people to hia rescue ? 

Usa. All is cared for. 
And vengeance certain. Before set of sun, 
We shall be masters of ourselves, of Eome, 
And Eome's prond niler. This quaint masque of ours — 

Cap. What is the watchword P 

TJkb. Bealli. 

Fea. Peace, peace — he comes ! 

P'BAiraiFAiii, Cafaoello, and Savelu retire iqi tie stage. 

Enter Asoelo, Claodia, a«d Ladiet. Ai Ahgblo leads is 
Clawhia, Jbtlouxd by tao Ladie», all tie Dinlon to tie 
banquet rise, and cxrt^ to Claitvia, who returns it, and 
rematnt conversing teith the Ladies. 

Fea. No, 'tis the blooming bride. Young Angelo 
Hath no iU choice in heauty. 

Sav. 'Tia a maid 
Sh; as a ringdove. See, how delicate. 
How gentle, jet how coy ! Poor pretty fool. 
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No harm mnBt liappen Iter. 

Usa. None, none. [Ahgslo advoMee* to them. 

Cat. [To Asselo.] Good kinsman, 
I vonld not have thee hear Savelli speak 
Of thy fair bride. 

ksQ. Ah ! doth he praise her ? Lorda, 
Beseech je sit. \Lordt a«d Ladie* nV doien^ Savelli, I 

vouldfaia 
Make of tii; daughter and m; bloahing wife 
A p^ of lovel; friends. Look where they stand, 
The fairest two in Borne. 

Fea. The Tribune comes. 

Enter Biehei tad CoLORHA. 

KiB. Where lags our hostess P Tate thj state, fair 
bride— 
Th; one day's queeuship. See, the nuptial wreath 
Sits crown-like on tbj brow ; thj nuptial robe 
Flows rojallj. Come, come, be gracious ! Bid 
A smiling welcome to the subject world. 
Nay, never blush nor hang thy head ; remember 
Thou art a Colonna. Wouldst thou he the first 
Of that proud name to ape the peasant's virtue, 
Humility P Fie! fie! 

Col. Sir, the Cokmnfl — 

Anq. Nay, good my father, sore to-day ont nuue 
Hatb cause of pride. 

Col. Heaven grant it prove so ! 

Sav. Lady, 
Ihtn art silent still. 

Ako. ShaJl I speak for thee, love ? 
Oh, weak and ineffectual were my words, 
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Matched with thy homing hliuh, thj quiTering smile, 
Thy conscioQs silence, Claudia ! — Gentle Mends, 
Ye are nobly welcome. 

RiE. This is well, fur son I 
Yet we lack mirth. Have ye no masque astir ? 
No dance, no mnaic, no quaint mystery. 
To drive away the spectre. Thought ? A bridal 
Is bat a gilt and painted foneral 
To the fond father who hath yielded np 
His one aweet child, Claudia, thy love, thy duty. 
Thy very name, is gone. Then art another's; 
Thon haat a master now; and I have thrown 
My precioua pearl away. Yet men who give 
A living daughter to the fickle will 
Of a c^ricioua bridegroom, laugh — the madmen ! 
Laogh at the jocund bridal feast, and weep 
When the fair corse is laid in blessed rest, 
Deep, deep in mother earth. Oh, happier far, 
So to have lost my child ! 

Cu. Father] 

AnQ. Thou hast gained 
A son, not lost a daughter. 

Bis. Love her, Angelo ; 
Be kind to her as 1 have been ; defend her. 
Cherish her, love her. 

Anq. More than life. 

[Eandt CLaUDiA to tie throne, and tit* by her, 

BiE. Ering mirth. 
Music, and dance, and song, and I will htogh. 
And chase away these images of death 
That float afore mine eyes. A song, a song I 

[_SiU dovm in ti« Chatr of State. 

Sat. [7b Ubsdo.] Thon shouldst have named the mwqae. 

Ubs. \To Savelll] Better anon. 
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[act IV, 



SONG. 



Hail to ttie gentle bride ! the dove 

High ne9t«d in the column'a crest I 
Ob, welcome as the bird of love 
Who bore the olive-sign of rest I 
Cko. Hail to the bride ! 

Hail to the gentle bride ! the flower 
Whose garlandB round the column twine 1 

Oh, &irer than the citron bowei ! 
Uore frsgrtmt than the bloasom'd vine I 
Cko. Hail to the bride ! 

Hail to the gentle bride ! the star 

Whose radiance o'er the colimm beams ! 
Ob, soft as moonlight, 'seen afar, 
A silver shine on trembling streams ! 
Cho. Hail to the bride ! 

Bjg. a pleasant strain 1 
{A Citizen ruskea from anoxffit tie Alteadant*, a*d pretenti a 

pofer to BiSNZl.] 
What wouldat thou, friend P 

CiT. [fiirej a^jwr (o RlBNZI.] Maj it please thee 
To read this scroll, great Tribnne. 

Ubs. [To Colokna.] Can the dfemon 
To whom his soul is pledged have ta'en this waj 
To show our secret ? No, he smiles ! he smiles ! 
His hand shaJies not ! — I breathe again. 

Rib. [To dtiieii.'] Fair sir. 
All thou hast asked is granted. \jExtt Citizai. 

'Tisnoday 

To frown on a petition. Mirth, my lords. 
Bring Mirth ! I brook no panse of revelry. 
Have ye no masque P 
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Sav. [To Uasnn.] He rashes in tlie tolls ; 
Now weave the m^ea ixmad him. 

TJBa. Sootb, my lord. 
We had plotted to Bwprise the gentle bride 
With a alight dance, a toy, an antic. 

EiE. Ay, 
And when F 

Ubs. Soon as the bell tolled four, the masquers 
Were bid to enter. 

RiE. Four ? And Low attired ? 

Ubs. Torban'd and rob'd, and with swart viaages 
A troop of lusty Uoors. 

KlE. Camillo, hark ! 
Admit these revellers — Mark me — 

[dices orders in a loui voice io Cahillo, and also the paper 
iciici he iatjiut received Jrom the Citizen.^ 

Ues. {Aside.'] Now, vengeance, thou art mine ! 

Rib. Wine— wine! [To an. Attendant. 

Fill me a goblet high with sparkling wine ! 

[The AUendaaijUli a goblet, and preientt it to Rienzi. 
Fill high, my noble guests. Clandia Rieczi 
And Angelo Colonna ! Bless'd be they 
And we in their fair union ! Doubly cius'd 
Whoe'er in wish or thought would loose that tie 
The bond of peace to Home ! Drint, good my lords. 
Fill high the mantling wine, and in the bowl 
Be all unkiudness buried 1 

Ubs. Heartily 
We pledge jou, noble Tribune. 

[All rite except Colonka. 

RiE, Why, Colonna 1 
Brother! — [Colonna met.] He startles at the word. He 
eyes 
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The cnp as it veie poisoned. Dost thou ttiink 

We've dragged the draught? I'll be thy taatar. — Drink! 

The wine ia honest 1 We're no trajtots 1 

Ubs. Drink! 
I pr'jthee, drink ! 

Col. Health to the gentb bride ! [DriMii. 

Health to mj children ! 

Rib. This is fatherly. 
Noble Colonna, this is princelj. Now, 
If an; scom thee, Ckodia, sa; Cobnna, 
Whose word b trath, hailed thee his child. [Bites. 

Cla. Mj lords 
And kinsmen ail, if a poor simple maid. 
And yet Rieuii's daughter, so may dare 
To call ye, take my thanks. On every head 
Be every fair wish trebled ! Gentle friends — 

[Sigei to go, attended bg Anoelo, aad followed by ike 

RiE. Wilt thou not wait the inasqne F 

\JExev«t CLAQSia, Akqelo, and Ladies. 
Thou wilt not.— Well t 

We must carouse the deeper. Hark, rraacesoo ! 
Go bid the tbimtains, from their marble months. 
Poor the rich juice of the Sicilian grape, 
A flood of molten rubies, that our kind 
And drouthy fellow-citizens may chorus 
Hail to the gentle bride. I would fain bid 
Old Tiber flow with wine. Another cup 
To thee and thine, Colonna ! Fill the bowl, 
Higher and higher ! Let the phantom, fear. 
And doubt, that haunts round princes, and suspicion. 
That broods a harpy o'er the banquet, flee 
Down to t^e uttermost depths of heU. A health 
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To Uiee and thine, Colonna ! 

TJbs. Of irhat doubt 
Speaks our great Tribime P 

SiE. A fit tale of mirtti, 
To crown the goblet ! 

RUer the Matguert at dijfeTent lidea. 
Donbt ! Spake I of doubt P 
Fear ! Said I fear F So fenced around bj frieada, 
Allies, and kimonen, what htiTe I to fear 
From treason or from traitors F Ssj jon baud 
Were rebeb, je would guard me ! Call them mordereia, 
Ye wonld avenge me 1 

Ubs. Aj, b; deaib. 

Kni. And thou P 

Col. Bj death ! 

RiE. Seize the fool traitors. Ye have passed 

[To the Matguen, who leige the Noblet, ^. 
Your own jnst sraitence. Yield, mj masters, yield ! 
Yonr men are overpowered j jour masqaeis chained; 
The courts we lined with goarda, and at one stroke. 
One touch upon this bell, the strength of Rome, 
AH that hath life within her walls, will rise 
To crnah je. Yield jour swords. Do je iwt shame 
To wear tiem P — Yield your swords. 

Se-eHler AsQxu). 
Akb. Biena! 

[TheH to one of (he Ovardt, leho leizet Colosna. 
Villain 1 

An thoa bnt touch the Lord Colonna, ay. 
An thou but dare to lay thy mfBan hand 
Upon his garment— 
Bjb. Seize his sword. 
VOL. I. D 
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Aj(G. Again 1 
Art frenetic, Bienzif 

BiE. Seek of ttiem. 

Axa. Father, in mere;, speak I Oive me a cause ; 
And, though a legion hemmed thee in, th; son 
Should lescne thee. Speak bat one word, dear fath^. 
Only one word I Snie k I live, tbon art gniltleaa ; 
Snre as the sun tracks his bri^t path in heaven. 
Thy comae is pnie. Yet speak ! 

"RxE. He is silent. 

Ana. SpeaL 

Bib. Doth not that silence answer theef Look on them. 
Thon know'st them, Angelo ; — the bold SareUi, 
The I'nmg^iani, and the Ursini, 
Ay, and the high Colonna ; well thon knowest 
Each proud and lofty visage. Mark them, now : 
They should be signed as Cain of old, for Qnilt, 
Detected, baffled, morderoos Guilt, hath set 
His bloody haod qioQ them. Soi^ thon shadda«st ! 
Their tawny masquers shonld have shun me ; here. 
Before my dsu^ter's eyes ; here, at thy bridal; 
Here in my festive honr, — the mutual cap 
SpartJing ; the mntnal pledge half spoke ; the bread. 
Which we have broke bother, anconsnmed 
Upon the board ; joyful, and full of wine ; 
Sinful and unconfessed ; so had I &11eii ; 
And so— The word was death ! From their own lips 
Came their own r^hteons sentence— Death ! 

Aso. Ob, mere; 1 
Mercy ! Thou liv'st. 'Twss but the intent- 
Bin. My death 
Were nothing i but, throngh me, the tnitors struck 
At peace, at liberty, at Bome, my eoontiy. 
Bright and regeoerate, the world's mistress once. 
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And doomed, like the old fabled bird, to ri^e 

Strong from her ttalies. Bid je think the people 

Could spare their Tribnne F IHd ye deem them weary 

Of equal jnstice; and mild Ut; aiLd freedom 

As liberal as the air ; Rud mighty fame, 

A more resplendent snn f Birs, I am guarded 

By the invisible shield of lore, which blunts 

Tlie darts of treach«y. I cannot die. 

Whilst Brane commands me live. For je, foul traitors, 

I ptrdOD je, and I deapise ye. Go ! 

Asa. [To mam.'] Oh, thanks, my f nther. 

Col. Said he thanks? 
Chains, bring me chains ! sach words from such a tongne 
Were slavery worse than death ! Chains I chaim 1 

£iB. Ye are free. 

Col. Is the prood pillar of Colonna fallen, 
That base plebeian feet bestride its shaft ? 
Is Ursini's strong bear muzzled and chained, 
That every cn^— 

Sat. Good consin, pr'jthee peace ; 
The Tribnne means ni fairly. 

Bjx. Still ye are frve. 
Yet mark me, signors ; — Tame yow rebel bloods ; 
Be faithful sabjecta to the good estate ; 
Demolish yonr strong towers, which overtop 
Onr beautifol city with barbarian pride. 
Loosing fell rapine, discord, and revenge. 
From out their dens accnra'd. Be qniet subjects. 
And ye shall find the state a gentle mistress. 
Mse— 

Col. Doth he threaten? 

Ubs. Hush 1 this is no time. 
An honr will oome — 
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RiE. Wlist, do 70U matter, traitors f 
follow me instsat to the Lateran. 
There, at the hoi; altu, with such rites 
Aa to profane were sin more damnable 
ThBB treason ever dared, to offer op 
Tom TOwed allegiance to freed Rome, to me, 
Her servant, minister, deliverer, me, 
Yonr master ( Te are free ; but I will chain 
Your rebel sonls with oaths. Follow me, sirs. 



Tie CapttoUne Hill. 
Eater Ubsiki and Fiuhqipaiil 

Tea. Nay, Utsini, why phick me by the sleeve P 
Why steal from the procesBion? Why rewaten 
The tyrant's anger P 

Usa. For revenge ! Te are stnnned. 
Bewildered, as men ronsing from a dream. 
That know not where they stand. Dost thou not see 
Oar great revenge is sure P The tjrant waits 
BUnded by his vain-glory ; confident 
In that straw fetter, an extorted oath ; 
Ajid we — Why are we oot resolved P And be not 
Onr bold retainers waiting armed in proof, 
Withoat the gates of Rome ? What, if t^-n^ht^-^ 

Fba. Hiia very hour. Onr tried and hudy band. 
Led by the chivalry <^ Rome, could carry 
' The city at a chat^ ; and Rome herself 
Will rise against the madman. 

TJss. Here comes one 
Whose name were worth a host. Didst thou not mark. 
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How, stong b; the sboq) scorn BieoEL flnng 
On proad Coloima, the jotmg brid^room brole 
From his new father's side P 

Eater Akbslo. 

Ubs. Lord Angelo, 

A truant &om this pageant P 

Aso. As thou, see'st. 

Ubs, Yet thy good fether, our great Tribune^ 

Ahg, Sir, 
I am a son of Hie Colonna. 

Caa. Ay, 
The heir of fjiat most princel; honse ; ami, sir, 
Fair thongh she be, a friend mnat frank^ wish 
She owned another sire. 

Anq. No more i no more ! 

Enter Savilu amd Cafixzllo. 

Ues. How passed the ceremonial, ConntP Beseech thee. 
Tell us of these new rites, 

8av. The noble train 
Boiled smoothly on. Rienzi led the band 
Kig^t royally, sceptred and robed, and backing 
A milk-white Arab, from whose eyeballs flashed 
Quick gleams of Ottering light. Golomia held 
He bridle-rein. 

Aho. Stephen Colonna I 

Sat. Ay— 
Thy bther, sir. We meaner barons walked 
Behind, bareheaded, and with folded arms, 
Aa men doing penance to the holy shiine 
Of St. John Lateran. Then came a mnnunery 
Of oaths to that indefinite she, the State — 
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Itepublic, sii, ia oat of date — and then — 

Cai. A7, tell that impioua oatrage. 

Sat. ThenBienzi, 
Stepping before tlie altar, his bold hand 
Laid on the conjieorated Host, sent forth, 
In a foil pealing voioe, that rolled along 
The fretted roof, like the loud organ-swell, 
A rash and insolent snnunons to the F<^ 
And Cardinals ; nest he cited to t4)pear 
The imperial rivals, Charles and Lewis ; next. 
The Elect^ra Paktine. Then, whilst the aisles 
Of the hnshed church probnged his words, he drew 
His daaaling sword, and, waving tlie bright blade 
To the four points of Heaven, cried with a deep 
Intensity of will, that drove his words 
Like arrows through the brain, — "This, too, is mine." 
Tee, to each part of this fair earth he cried, — 
" Thon, too, art mine." 

Aug. "M"^i<maii I And jf^— 

Sat. Wb listened 
In patience and in silence ; whilst he stood 
H'^ form dHathtg, and his haTightj glance 
Instinct with fiery pride. 

Ano, Now, by St, John, 
Had I been there, je sboald have heard a Toioe 
Answer this frenzied sommoner. 

Ubs. Onr answer 
Is jet unspoken. Angelo Colonna, 
If the old glories of thy princely race, 
Thy knightly honour, thy fresh-budding feme. 
Outshine the red and white of Claudia's cheek. 
Then— 

Aug. Wherefore pauBC P I know thee, Uraini, 
Sienxi's mortal foe, and scarce a friend 
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To theColomu; jet, m bntoar'a oune 
&yon! 
Ha. {WiUma.'] Lrad Itome tbe steed. I'll vilk fnna 

Urs. Meet me at the CoLonna FaUce. Fail not. 

Enter BiE«zl, atfeitded bg Coloxxa, and other Lordi. 

Rib. Ah ! he is here ! — Son ! Ye maj leave ua, bids. 
We are conteat with joor good aemce. 
Sod, {Sxatnt all but Kixbzi mid AseiLo. 

Methinlu this high aolemnity might veil 
Have claimed thy presence. A great raler's heir 
Should be fHrnliar in the peojJe's ejes i 
Live on their tongaes ; take root within their hearts ; 
Win woman's smiles by honest eoniteey. 
And force man's tardier praise by bold desert : 
So, when the chief shall die, the general love 
May hail his successor. Bnt tiaon, where wast thon F 
If with thy bride — 

Ajia. I have not seen her. Tribnne, — 
Thon wav'st away the word with snch a scorn 
As I poured poison in thine ear. Already 
Bost weary of the title ? 

Rib. Wherefore shonld 1 1 

Aks. Thon art ambitioDB. 

Riz. Granted. 

Aho. And wonldst be 
A king. 

Rib. There thon mistak'st. A king 1 Fair son. 
Power dwelleth not in sonnd, and fame hath gsilands 
Brighter than diadems. I might haTe been 
Anointed, sceptred, crowned, have cast a blace 
Of gloiy round the old imperial wreath, 
The lanrel of the Cssars ; bat I chose 
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To master kings, not be one ; to direct 

The rojal pnppeta as mj BOrereigii wiU, 

And Home, mj Rome, decree. — Tribnne 1 tlie GracoJii 

Were called so. Tribune I I will make th&t name 

A word of fear to kings. 

Asa, Rienzi I Tribune 1 
Hast tlioii forgotten, on this very spot. 
How thou didst shake the slumbering soul of Rome 
With the brave sound of freedom, till she rose. 
And from her giant limbs the shackles dropped. 
Burst b; one mighty throe F Bodst thou died then. 
History had crowned Qiee with a ^orioos tdtle^ 
Deliverer of thj country. 

Rtb. WeUl 

Ang. Alas! 
When now thon foU'st, as fall thou mnst, 'twill be 
The common tale of low ambition, l^rauts 
(yerthrown to form a wilder tyranny ; 
Princes cast down, that thy obscurer house 
May rise on noble ruins. 

RjB. Hast thou ended F 
I fain would have mistaken thee. Hast done f 

Abo. No ; for despite th; smothered wrath, the voice 
Of warning truth shall reach thee. Thon to-da; 
Host, by thy frantic sacril^e, drawn on thee 
The thundera of the church, the mortal fend 
Of either emperor. Here, at home, the barons 
Hate, and the people shun thee. Seest thou not, 
Even in this noon of pride, thy waning power 
Fade, flicker, and was dim. Thon art as one 
Perched on some lofty steeple's dizzy hei^t. 
Dazzled by the son, inebriate by long draughts 
Of thinner oirj too giddy to look down 
Where all his safety lies ; too proud to doro 



jNGoogle 



SCENB U.] KIENZI. 

The long descent to tlie low depths from vbeacc 
The desperate climber rote. 

Bib. Aj, there's the sting, — 
That J, an insect of to-day, ontsoar 
The reverend worm, uobilitj ! Wonldat shame me 
With my poor parentage ! Sir, I'm the son 
Of him vho kept a sordid hostelry 
In the Jews' quarter ; my good mother cleansed 
Linen for honest hire. Canst thoa say vorse F 

&3SB. Can worse be said P 

Bn. Add, that my boasted schoolcnft 
Was gained from soch base toil, gained with snoh pain 
That the nic« nnrtnte of the mind was oft 
Stolen at the body's cost. I have gone diimerlesa 
And snpperleas, the soolF of our poor street. 
For tattered vestments and lean hungry looks. 
To pay the pedagogue. Add idiat thou wilt 
Of injuy. Say that, grown into man, 
I've known the pittance of the hospital. 
And, more degrading still, llie patronage 
Of the Colonna. Of the tallest trees 
The roots delve deepest. Tea, I've trod thy halls. 
Scorned and derided midst their ribald orew, 
A licensed jester, save the cap and bells : 
I have borne this, and I have borne the death, 
The nnavenged death, of a dear brother. 
I seemed, I was a base ignoble slave. 
What am I f— Peace, I saj !— what am I now P 
Head of this great republic, chief of Rome ; 
In all but name, hei sovereign ; last of aU, 
ll^ father. 

Airo. In an evil boor — 

Bib. ITar'st thou 
Say that P An evil hour for thee, my Claodia ! 
D 3 
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Thon slioiililst bare been an emperor'a bride, m; faucet ! 
In evil hour thy woman's heart wu csn^t, 
B7 the foim moulded as an antique god; 
The gallant bearbg, the feigned tale of love, 
All false, all onhrard, umnlated all. 

A^9- Bat that I loTed her, but that I do love her. 
With a deep tenderness, softer and fonder 
Than th; ambititHi-haidened heart e'er dream'd o^ 
Mj sword should answer thee. 

Bib. Go to. Lord Angeb ; 
Thou, lov'st her not. Uen taunt not, not defy 
The dear one's kindred. A bright atmosphere 
Of sonligfat and of beaoty breathes around 
The bosom's idoL I have Lov'd. Slie lores thee ; 
And therefore thy proud father, even the shrew. 
Thy raiUiig mother, in her eyes, are saored. 
Lay not thy hand upon thy sword, fair son, 
Eeep that brave for thy comrades. I'll not fight thee. 
Oo and give thanks to yonder simple bride. 
That her plebeian father mews not ap, 
Safe in the citadel, her noble husband. 
Thou art dangerous, Colonna. But, for her,— 
Beware ! [doi v- 

Abq> Come back, Bienzt ! Thus I throw 
A brave defiance in thy teeth. {^Firoiei down hU glote. 

- Bn. Once more. 
Beware! 

Ane. Taike np the ^ove ! 

Bjb, This time for her — {Taktt up the gloct. 

For her dear sake. Home to thy bride ! home I home ! 

Aug. Dost fear me. Tribune of the pet^le ! 

Rib. Fear! 
Do I fear thee !— Tempt me no more.— This once, 
Home lo tby bride I [&«/ . 
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Akg. Not, Utsiui, I oome, 
Fit partner of thy v 



A SaU M the Colomu Palaee. 

Enter UaaDri, Stephen Coionma, Lady Colohha, Savelli, 
PHAneiFANi, a*d NobUi. 

Last C. Fire thoQaand horaemen at the gates of Kome, 
And aimed retainers in each house, .and kiuji^ts 
Hamesa'd in glittering rotul, with banner prood, 
And tmmp, and war-crj, bnrling their bri^t spears 
At the nsorper's head ! Why, now I know ye. 
My gallant kinsmen. When ye oroached, like hounds. 
Beneath the tyrant's lash ; or atealtluly, 
At middi^t meetingB and bebw your breath, 
Untter'd of mnrdeis, the quick poniard-atrok^ 
The oaloulated poison, that oonsiunea 
So much of life a day, at that mute slayer. 
The fiastem bow-strings ohivalty of Rome, 
What nuurel that I knew ye not, distaiued 
With such base purpose. Now ye hare clothed death 
In the brsTC goise of war, and made him gay 
And brely as a bridegroom, ^eed ye forth ! 
Away ! the sun is low. Te have a city 
To win, ere night ! 

Col. £etter await the night ; 
And then, in Hm-Vniwa and in stonn, at once 
Crush tiie stnnn'd Tribune. 

Last C. Dost thoa say await, 
Stephen Cdonna ? Dost thoo seek the veil 
Of darkness for a deed of li^t F On, on ! 
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WbiM yet the snubeams kiss the glittering atream 
Of armed knights ami barbed steeda. On, on 1 
Whilst jet the oolmnn'd banners of our house 
May catch their parting glorj, as the peaks 
Of highest Alps shioe o'er the twilight world. 

Ubs. The ladj counseb weU. In ever; street 
Stand knots of citizens in. sad debate 
Of their proud ruler's &enzj. I have sent 
Bold tongues amongst them, madam 

Enter AnSELO. 

Col. Lo ! thj son ! 

Lahi C. Sir, since he called Kienzi's daughter wife, 
I have no son ! 

Anb. Ob, mother, say not so ! 
Savelli ! Uraini I je bade me hither 
With broken phrase and solemn tone, and panse 
Of mighty import. Good m; lords, I oome 
To read yonr mjsteij. The citf's full 
Of camp-like noises ; tramp of steeds, and clash 
Of mail, and trumpet-blast, and ringing clang 
Of bus; annouiers ; the grim ban-dog bays ; 
The champing war-horse in his stall neigha loud ; 
The Tulture shrieks aloft. Ye are still leagued 
Against KienzL 

Ubs, Wonldst betray — 

Ang. Betray! 
Why, I am spumed, derided, scorned, cast off. 
As a child's broken toy. Betray ! I come 
To join ye. Ay, dear mother, to pull down 
The haughty tyrant from hia throne, or fall 
As may beseem thy son. Asgels and saints. 
Bear witness to my oath 
Sir. I do believe thee 
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Witii a most constuit futL On thj clear biow ■ 
Hoiunii and victory sit downed. 

Ana. Oh, put me 
To the prooT, my lords ! Why stay we liece P Good father. 
Think' st thou Suspicion's straining eje-balla sleep. 
Or that the watclier, Doubt, hath lost her keen 
And delicate sense of sound ? We mnst foreran 
The tyrant's fear. Follow me, ye that love 
The joy of glorious battle ! 

Last C. Angelo ! 

Asa. Nay, when the fight is won. Then thou shalt dew 
Uy laurels with g^ teais. Stay me not now. 

Last C. Bear to the fi^t thy mother's blessing, boy. 
Her prond and joyful blessing, not her tears. 
Thou art the last of all my children, Angelo, 
Dearest and last. Unkindness never came 
Betwixt us twain save once, Bnt, had I sou 
As many and as biave as that old queen 
Who mourned her Troy in ashes, I would peril ' 
Each sereral warrior in this canse as freely 
As thon, my <me fair boy. Now speed thee forth. 
To conquest or to death. Why lingerest t^ou. 
My Angelo? 

Aso. Mother! 

Ladt C. What wouldst thoa? 

Aho. Chtndial 

Last C. His daughter, 

Ahg. Poor, poor Clandia I I have left her 
Even on oar bridal-day. But, if I fall- 
Mother! 

Last C. Pie! Pie! his daughter! speed thee forth 
To battle 1— On brave kinsmen ! [£ws«/. 
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SCENE IV. 

Aa Aparimeiii in lie Capitol. 
Enter Bj^NZI ami CuUDU, mtetinff. 

Cli. Father! 
At last I find thee, fitther I 

EiE. Well, my child I 
TVliat wonldat thou? 

Cla. Nay, I know not. Be the guests 
DepartedP 

Rm. Yes. 

Cla. A]] gone i and wherefore went ;e 
To the Lateral, deai father t And where loiters — 

Bib. Aspic! 

CLi. Methooght a bridal should be memer — 
Not memer, but happi^. Angelo ! 

Rm Oh, foulest ingrate ! when I wed thj mother— 
Oh, fiend aconrs'd ! 

Chi.. Nay, nay,— -perchance he's gone 
To crave his mother's blessing. Is't not strange 
That I shonld love so well who lores not me P 
Bnt I have felt a yearning of the heart 
Toward that majestic ladj, which hath reached 
Almost to painfulness. If I should kneel 
Before her and implore her grace — 

KiB. Thou'dst find 
Such welcome as the mountain cat might yield 
To the dappled fawn; such greeting as the wolf 
To the curled lamb. 

Cla. Oh ! she vaiM. lore me, father. 
Even for the pridefol love ti Angelo, 
That woke her hatred first. A mother Joys 
To tell fond legends of her children ; who. 
Like me, would listen, with unwearied ear. 
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To tales of Angelo, and call for more ; 

And, wlien tier rtore vas ended, isj " A^ain <" 

And erery da;, and all day long, be fed 

With praise of that dear name t 'Whj dost thou ^roan ? 

Bm. A scorpion stung me. 

CiA. Kin it father, kill it. 
Before it sting again. 

RiE. Alas, slas I 
I'll think of him do marc. 

Enter Canua, fallowed by Albekti. 
Csmillo, speak ! 

Thy breatblesB speed and pallid cheeks have told 
A vorld of neve already. Qnick, Alberti ! 
Thy tidings, man, thy tidings 1 

Alb. Good my brd, 
Rome is begirt with foes. The barons lead 
Their rassab ; every palace voids a horde 
Of armed retainers. 

Bjb. By Onr La^s name, 
I have not heard so glad a sound, since that 
Which hailed me Tribnne of the people ! What ! 
These masking nmrderers tamed to warrior knights ! 
Their mine of treason sprung I Now we shall work 
Indayhght, ToU the bell! Snmmon the guards!— 
Sweet, to thy chamber ! [Jb Ci.iUDIA. 

Cla, Angelo ! 

Alb. He leads 
The rebel force. 

Cu.. Thon liest ! 

AtB, I would I did. 

Gla. Thou liest ! He is no rebel. Whom he leads, 
Are Mends to aid the Tribune. Be they not, 
Camillo ? Speak, old man. Be they not friends f 
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» 

Cut. Alas ! areet lad;. 

Cla- Go not forth, deai father! 
The; lie, be anre the; lie, jet go not fortk ! 
Sta; here with me ! Avoid him I Sta; with me 1 
Leare me not here alone ! 

Rib. Peace, peace I 

Cla. m meet him. 
Armed or unarmed, as friend or foe, PU fl; 
To meet Lord Angelo. I am hia wife, 
Hia own tnie wife. ISxii. 

RiE. Entice her to her cluunber. 
And watch Ijiat slie eacapea not. [&U Cakuxo. 

Now, good capt^n. 

Let the great bell, with loud and hastf tongue. 
Summon the people, and the trumpet-sound 
Collect the scattered guard. Be thej all faithful ? 

Alb. rH answer for them with my life. 

Eia. What, ho I 
M; armour ! See that Saladin be barbed 
Complete in mail. Ey Heaven, there is a joj 
In fronting theae proud nobles, they who derai 
Uan valiant b; descent. 

Alb. Shall we not aend 
To guard the citj gates ? 

Bib. To fling them wide ! 
Let the weak timid bare and wily fox 
Fence their dank earthy boles, the lion's den 
Is open. We will fight for Rome and freedom. 
Here in Home's very streets, beside the healths 
Of the freed citizens, the household gods 
Worshipped in every faith. Fling wide the gates ! 
I'll follow on the instant. Ho, my armour ! 

\_ExeiMi. 

XND Of ACT IT. 
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Jm Aparimeni in the Copilot. 

BiBSzi teaied at a T<^U.-~dMnAa and Aj.bekti diteoeered 
i» ikeji-oitt. 

Alb. U; Lord Bienzi. [Bienzi motions them to be tiUnl. 

CiK, See, he waves thee off: 
Troable him not, Albert! — he is otutfed, 
Uoo^, and fierce, tta though thia Tictory, 
Which drove the noble mutineers before je, 
As stag-honnds chase a herd of deer, had ended 
Inblanl defeat. 

Alb. The Tribime bore him brsvel; 
And we are viotors. Yet the stoim is bnsh'd. 
Not spent. When, after this wild night of war. 
The sun. arose, he showed a troabted BOene 
Of death and disarray ; a donbtful flight, 
A wavering triumph. Eren at the gate 
Sarelli re-colleots his scattered band ; 
The people falter ; and the soldiery 
Mutter low curses as they %ht, and yearn 
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For tlieir old leaden. Yictois though we be. 
The Tribime totters. His hot pride — yet, sooth. 
He bore him galluitl j. Brateath his sword 
Fell the dark plotter, Ursini. 

Caic. How fared 
The bold Cobima ? 

Alb. The oid valiant chief, 
With many a younger piUat of that high 
And honoured hooae, lies dead. 

Gax. And Angelo F 

AiiB. A prisoner. As be knelt beside the corse 
Of his brave fother, without word or blow, 
As easily as an o'et-wearied child. 
We seized him. 

Cam. Lo ! The Tribune ! 

BiE. [Riiiiiff and adcaneitiff.^ Now admit 
YooT prisoners ; we wonld see them. Thon, Camillo, 
Sonunon the headsman, and prepare the oonrt 
For sadden execution. 

Alb, [TKnunff baei.'] If a tine 
And faithful servant of the good estate. 
If tiiine Qtd friend, great Tribimo — 

Bn. Had: ye, sit I 
The difficult duty of supreme command 
Rests on my bead. Obedience is thy light 
And easy task, — obedience swift and blind. 
As yonder sword, death's sharp-edged instnunent. 
My Mthfnl servant, an* thon wilt, my friend. 
Owes to this strong right hand. 
Look that the headsman 
Be ready presently. The prisoners ! 

[Ekeunt Aiastn and Camillo. 
Ay. 
Even this poor simple remnant of the wara 
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Can read their fickle pnrpoM. Abject changelinga ! 
Base hn^ers of their chains ! MethongU, to-daj 
These Roman Helots would have crouoh'd i' the diut 
At sound of their old nutsten' Th^. I bare been 
Too easy with the ^ves. Terror, not Iotc^ 
Strikes anchot in ignoble aonls. Theae prisoneiB— 
Why oonld the; not have died, aa die tbej shall P 
Was there no lanoe, no soldier's g^lorioDS waj 
To let out life, bat &ej must wait the alow 
And shameful axe ? Yet An^lo^ 

Enter Albxkti, witi Aitgelo, Fbakgifasi, Cuasxllo, owJ 
oiier Zordt—Pruonert gitarded. 

Ai^ Mjlord, 
The prisoners! 

BiE. Bring th^n to tbe light. The prisoners t 
l^B noble prisoners ! I have seen ye, airs. 
Before, at Claudia's bridal, you, and yon. 
The Frai^qniii, and the Uisini, 
A;, and the hi^ Colonna : my allies, 
Uj friends, my subjects ; ye who swore to me 
Allegiance at the altar; ye for whom 
One harlot sin is not enough, who pile. 
Adulterate in crime, treason on mnrder. 
And petjnry on treason 1 Hence I begone ! 
Te know yonr doom. 

Fba. And fear it not. 

Itix. To death! 
To instant death. H<dd ! here b one. Lord Aogeio, 
How shall I call thee, son or traitor !> 

Abs. Foe. 
I know DO father, save the valiant dead 
Who lies behind a rampart of his slain 
In warlike rest. I bend before no king, 
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Save the dread Majesty of HeaTen. Thj foe, 
Th; mortal foe, Rienzi, 

Rib. Well ! mj foe. 
Thou haat seen, me fling a pardon free as air, 
To foemen oroucliing at m; feet ; luBt serai 
The tresoheiy that paid me. I hare lost 
My &jth in man's bold eye, his earnest voice. 
The keen giiaap of his hand, the speech where tmth 
Seems gushing in each ardent word, I hare known 
So many folse, that, as a mariner 
Escaped from shipwreck, in the summer sea, 
Sparkling with gentle life, sees bat the rocks 
On which his vessel struck, so I, in the bright 
And most nwjestio &ce of man, can read 
Nou^t but a smiling treason. Tet thou, Angdo, 
l^iou art not all a lie I If I should trust — 

Ana. Sir, I shall not deceive thee. Mark, Bienzi! 
If thou release me — ^"tis the thought that works 
Even now within thy brain — before yon Bnn 
Beach llie hot west, the war-cry of Coloona 
Shall sweep oaoe more thy streets. Then, stem revenge. 
Or smiling deatL 

Bn. Uadmanl 

Ana. Wouldst have me live. 
Thou who hast levelled to the earth tlie pride 
Of my old princely race f My kinsmen lie 
Bettered and fallen in the highway ; and he. 
The stateliest pillar of our house, my father, 
St^hen Cobnna — oh ! the very name, 
The bright ancestral name, which as a star 
Pointed to glory, fell into eclipse 
When my brave fether died ! 

Bib. I spared him once ; 
Spared for a second treason. And again— 
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Asa. Sir, lie is dead. If thon wonldst alioir me grace. 
Lay me beaide him in the gcsre. 

BiE. And Claodia — 
Thy Tirgjii bride ! 

Ako. A]aa ! alas, for thee, 
Swedi wife I Tet thoa art pnte as the white otonds 
That sail annind the moon ; thy home is heaven ; 
There we shall meet again ; here we are parted 
Forever. 

Rn. "Wherefore F 

Ang. She ia thj daughter. 

RiE. B07I 
Frond abject minion of a name, a sound, 
llunk'st thon to beard me thus ] thon hast thy wilL 
Away with them 1 Poat hear me, daUjing sWe P 
Off with the prisoners ! 

Alb. All, my lord F 

Rn. With an. 

Ans. For this I thank thee. Bear one fond fitrewell 
To Glandia. Tell her, that my latest pnya 
Shall blend her mune with mine. For thee, Bienzi, 
Tremble ! a tyrant's role is brief. 

[Eieimt Albebti, AjraBLO, ^. 

EiB. [Bites aiui advtmcei,'] They are gone. 
And my heart's lightened. How the traitor atood 
Looking me down with hia pnmd eye, diadaining 
Fair mercy, making of the hideous block 
An altar, of mmatnral ghastly death 
A god. He hath his will; and I— my heart 

Is trftnirnil 

Cl^ iWUiont.'] Father 1 fother! 
B.TB Gnard the door ! 
Be snre ye ^ve not way. 
Cla. imthwl.} Father! 
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RiE. To see 
Her looks 1 her tears ! 



Eiiier Cuucu, luulily. 

Cla. WIld dares to stop me ? Vather I 

[Buihet into tie armt of Rn 

SrE, I bade ;e guard the entrance. 

Cla. Against me ! 
le mnst have men and gates of steel, to bar 
Clandia from her dear father. Where is he ? 
The; said that he vas with yon — he— thoo knov'st 
Whom I wonld say. I heard ye lond, I thought 
I heard ye i bnt, perchance, the dizzying throb 
Of my poor temples — Where is he F I see 
No coise — an' he were dead Oh, no, no, no 1 
Tbon cootdst not, wonldst not ! Say he lives. 

Rle. As yet 
He lives. 

Cla. Oh ! blessings on thy heart, dear fother ! 
Blessings on thy kind heart ! When shall I see him ? 
Is he in prison F Pear hath made me weak. 
And woodless as a child. Oh! send for him, 
Thon host pardoned him ;— didst then not say bat now 
Thou hadst pardoned him ? 

RiE. No. 

Cla. Oh, thoa hast 1 thon hast ! 
This is the daUiance thon wast wont to hold 
When T have craved some giriiah boon, a bird, 
A flower, a moonlight walk; bat now I ask thee 
Life, more than life. Thon hast pardoned him f 

Ru. My Clandia ! 

Cla. Ay ! I am thine own Claodia, whose flrst word 
Was father. These are the same Imnds that clang 
Aronnd thy knees, a tottering babe ; the Itpa 
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That, ere tbf^ had leamt speech, vonld smile, and h^ 
To meet thee with on infant's kiss ; the eja 
Thoa hast called so like m; mother's ; ejes, that never 
Gazed on Uiee, bat with looks of love. Oh, pardon ! 
Nay, fother, gpeak not jet -. thy brows are knit 
Into a sternness. Pi'ythee, speak not yet ! 

Rib. This traitor — 

Cl&. Call bim as thoa wilt, but psidon ! 
Oh, pardon I 

Ri£. He defies me. 

CiA. See, I kneel. 
And he shall kneel, shaD kiss tby feet ; wilt pardon ? 

RiE. Mine own dear Claudia* 

Cu. Pardon! 

RiE. Ruse thee np ; 
Rest on my bosom ; let tliy beating heart 
Lie npon mine ; so shall the mntnal pang 
Be stilled. Oh t that thy father's soul could bear 
This grief for thee, my sweet one ! Oh, fo^ve — 

Cla. Foipve thee what F 'Tis so the beadsman speaks 
To bia poor victim, ere he strikes. Do fathers 
Uake widows of their children? send them down 
To the cold grave heart-broken ? Tell me not 
Of fathers, — I have none ! All else thait breathes 
Hath known that natural love : the wc^ is kind 
To her vile cnba ; the little vrren bath care 
For each small youngling of her brood ; and thoa — 
The word that widowed, orphaned me F Eenoefbrth 
Uy home sh&U be his grave. And yet thon canst not — 
Father ! [Am^m^ into Bjhnzi's ana. 

Bis. Ay! 
Dost call me fatb^ once again, my Claudia, 
Mine own sweet child ! 

CiA.. Oh, father, pardon bim '■ 
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Oh, pordim ! pardon ! 'Tis my life I aak 
la his. Onr lives, dear father ! 

Sib. Ho, CamiUo ! 
Where loiters he ! [Bntw Cajullo. 

Canullo, take my rinff ; 
Fly to the captain of the go^d, Alberti; 
Bid him leleaae Lord Angelo. 

Cu. Now hless thee. 
Bless thee, my fether 1 

Ba. Hy, Camillo, fly ! 
Why loiterest thou ? 

Cam. The ring. 

[RiENEi ffiMi the riiui to Cutiuja—Exit Cauillo. 

Cla. Give me the ring. 
Whose speed may match vith mine F Let me be first 
To speak those gradons words of pardon. 

Hie. No! 
That were no place for thee. 

Cla. I should see nought 
Bat him ! whilst old Camillo — Oh, I hear - 
Ub weary footfall atiU 1 I should have been 
In Angeb's arms ere now. [Bell totmdt?, Hark! hark! 
the bell! 

BiE. It is the bell that thou so oft has heard 
Summoning the band of liberty — the bell 
That pealed its loud trininphaiit note, and raised 
Its mighty voice with such a mastery 
Of glorious power, as if the spirit of souiid 
That dwells in tlie viewless wind, and walks the waves 
Of the diafed sea, and rales the thunder .ebud 
Had shrouded him in that small orb, to spread 
Tidings of freedom to the nations. Now 
It tella of present periL 

Cla. Say of deatL 
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Oh, father ! evei; stroke thrilla through m; veins, 

Swaying the inmost pulses of my heart 

As awinga the deep vibration. "Tia his knell. 

Era. My child. 
Have I not said that he shall live ? 

Cla. Then atop 
That bell. The diamal noise beats on me, father. 
As &om B thousaad echoes ; mixed with groans. 
And shrieks, and moanings in the aii ? Dost hear them ? 
Dost hear, agajn f Be those screams real, &ther ? 
Or of the gibbering concerts that salnte 
The newlj msdF 

BiE. Be calmer, sweet. I heard 
A shriek, a woman's shriek. Calm thee, my diild. 

. Eittgr TrAn T CoLONHA. 

Ladt C. He's dead. He's dead ! 

RcE. It is her husband, Claudia j 
Stephen Colonna. 

Last C. Unrderer, 'tis my son. 

[Claudia unit at her/tUhet'tfiel. 
My husband died in bononr'd fight ; for him 
I weep not. 

Bib. Angelo is pardoned, Claudia. 

Ladt C. He is dead. I saw the axe, fearfully br^ht, 
Wave o'er his neck with an edgy shine that cut 
My burning eye-balls ; 'saw the butcher-stroke 
And the hot blood gush like a fountain high. 
From out the veins ; and then I heard a voice 
Cry pardon 1 heard a shout that chomssed pardon 1 
Pardon ! to that disjoined corse ! Oh, deep 
And horrible mockery 1 So the fiends shall chant 
Round thy tormented soul, and pardon, pardon. 
Ring throD{^ the depths of hell. 



jNGoogle 



74 KiR»zi. [act v. 

BiE. Claudia, my sweet one. 
Look up — speak to me ! Writhe not time, mj Claudia, 
Shivering about my feet. 

Lady 0. Claudia Colonna I 
Thej say that grief is proud ; but I will own thee 
Now, my fait daughter. Bouse thee ! Help me eurse 
Him who hath slain thj husband. 

SiE. Woman, fiend. 
Thou kdll'st my child, — aTanut ! 

Lady C. When I have said 
My errand. Think'st thon I came here to crush 
Yon feeble worm f Thou hast done that ! She loved 

Fait faithful wtetch, and thou — Why, I could laugh 
At such a vengeance ! Thy keen ase, that hewed 
My coloinn to the earth, struck down the weed 
That ctept aroimd its base. 

Hie. Claudia! she moves! 
She ia not dead. 

liADY C. Dead ! Why the dead are bless'd. 
And she is blaat«d. Dead ! the dead lie down 
Id peace, and she shall pine a Kving ghost 
Al>out thee, with pale looks and patient love. 
And bitter gnsts of angnish, that shall ctoss 
The gentle spirit, when poor Angelo — 
A widow's and a childless mother's cutse 
It«st on thy head, Ricozi ! Live, till Rome 
Hurl thee from thy prood seat ; live but to prove 
The ecstacy of sootn, the fierce contempt 
That wait the tyrant fallen ; then die, borne down 
By mighty justice ! die as a wild beast 
Before the hunters ! die, and leave a name 
Pottentous, bloody, brief, a meteor name, 
Obscurely bad, or m:ad^ bright ! My curse 
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Kest on th j hettd, Bienil 
EiB. Help ! Cwnillo ! 

Elder Camuxo. 

Bib. I know tiion vast too iste. Bring fud. — See ! see \ 
Her lipa arc colouring fost — Bbe ia not dead. 
Bring aid. 

Cak. Mj lotd, Savelli, witli a power 
Gathering in vmrj street, cornea on; the guards 
Flee, and the people hear the bell, nor Sock 
To aid ol" reacne. 

Ladt C. Now, lerenge ! rcTcnge I 
Sareili I Mniderer, when next we nieet, 
Thon shah give blood for blood. [Exit. 

RiE. She lives! Aid! aid! 
Her pnlses beat again. Go, call her muds ! 
Speed thee, CamiUo ! [ExU Cucaia. 

How shall I endoTC 

The unspoken cnraes of her eye : how bear 
Her Toioe 1 My child ! my child I my beautiful — 
Whom I 80 loved ! whom I have mnrdered ! Claudia, 
Mine own beloved ehild I She would have given 
Her life foi mine. Woold I were dead ! 

Re-enter Cawllo, leitk Ladiei and Attendants, «ko bear off 
CiAUDiA fron her FatAer. 

Cam, My lord — 

Ree. Camillo, when I'm gone, be &ithful to her. 
Be very fitithfal ! Save her, shield her, better 
Than I, that wsa her father. She'll not trouble thee 
Long, good Camillo ; the snre poison, grief, 
Baukles in those yoong veins. Yet cherish her, 
She bred thee. 
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Cam. My dear master— thou thyself^ 

BiE. M; bosineaB is to die. Watch o'er mj child j 

And, soon as I am dead, condact her sofel; 

To the small noimeiy of the Uraalines, 

Her pious steps so often songht. — Away ! 

{_Exit Cauillo. 

She will not curse me dead. Shell pray for me. 

In that poor broken heart. Oh, blessings on thee, 

Uy child ! mine own sweet child 1 

Enter kLSSB.li. 

Alb. Mj lord, Sa?elli 
Comes on apace. 

Kn. Snmmon the people. 

AiB, They, too. 
Advance against thee. 

Rib. And for such I left 
The assured condition of my lowliness. 
The ian^hjng days, the peaceM ni^ts, the joys. 
Of a small quiet home ; for snch I risked 
Thy peace, my danghter ! Abject, eronohing slaves ! 
False, fi<^e, treacherous, pe^oied slaves ! How come they ? 
How led, how armed, how nnmber'd P 

Alb. Qliey sweep on, 
A thickening cbud, as locusts, when they light 
On the green banks of Nile. The forions mother 
Leads them, and saints revenge, in her fierce prayers 
And frantic imprecations. 

IUe. 'Tis the fiend 
That speediest answers to the dariug call 
Of his mad worshippers. So be it. 

Alb. Some min^ with their shonts the name 
Of mighty liberty. 

RiE. Oh, had I laid 
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All eatthtj passion, pride, and pomp, and power. 

And high ambition, and hot luat of role. 

Like sacrificitd fruits, apon the altar 

Of Liberty, divinest Liberty t 

Then — but the dieam that filled my soul vas vast 

As hia whose mad ambition thinned the ranks 

Of the Seraphim, and peopled heU. These slaves ! 

Base crawling reptiles ! May the cnrse of chuns 

Cling to them ever. Seek the court, Alberti, 

Dismiss the goard, nnbar the gates.— I'll seek 

The people. 

Alb. Sin^y! 

BiE. Singly, sit. [Eretini Albekti and Rtenzi. 



Sfjbre tie gatei of the Ca^ol. 

Mier Lady Colonna, Savelli, Soldiert and Ciliz^u. 

Lady C. Come on ! Why loiter ye ? Ye that have sons, 
Ye that have known a motber's lore, come on ; 



FiB£T CiT. Say, to justice. 

Sav. Look, hMk, the gates are barred. The Tribune 

To stand a desperate si^. Bring axes, sirs. 
And fire. Consume the palace 1 hew the doors ! 
Bring torches ! 

Last C. Ah, with mine own hand TU light 
The accursed and mnrderooa den ; thy faneral pyre, 
My Angelo. 

Sat. Bring torches I hew the gates [ 
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CiTiESNS. Down irith the tycant ! dreg him forth 1— 
EieMi ! {TAe gatei are opoKd—^&aitiZl appean. 

Bib. Who calls upon Riend F Citizens, 
What seek je ot your Triljane P 

LiDT C. Give me bnck 
Mjm.. 

Rib. Oh, that grim Death would give him btick 
To Claudia I Bat the cold, cold grave — Why come ye ? 

Second CiT. For Teiigeaiioe,pei}ui«d tyrant ! for thy blood! 
For liberty ! 

Rib. Tor liberty ! Go seek 
The mounts tops, where with the crashing pinee 
The north wind revels 1 Go vhere ocean pours 
O'er horrid rocks, or sports in eddying pools ! 
Go where the eagle and the sea-siiale dwell, 
'Miilat mighty elements, where nature is. 
And man is not, and ye may see afar. 
Impalpable as a rainbow on the clouds, 
The gbrious vision ! Liberty ! 1 dream'd 
Of such a goddess once ; dreamed that yon slaves 
Were Romtms, such as ruled the world, and I 
Their Tribune ;— vain and idle dream ! Take back 
The symbol and the power. What seek je niore? 

FlBST CiT. Tyrant ! thy life I 

RiE, Come on. Why panse ye, cowards ? 
I am unarmed. My breast is bare. Why pause ye P 

EiUtr CiiAUAiA, tkrongk the gate, and nuhaforaard to 
RniNzi. 
Cl4. IWher ! 
S*v. Oh, save her ! 
RiE. Drag her from my neck. 
If ye he men ! Save her ! She never harmed 
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A wono. My Claudia, bless thee ! bless ttiee ! Now .■ 

Now! 
[RiENZl /eUU, pierced by auaif ipeart, and lie people divide, 
leaviag Cuudia ttretehed ea herfaihet'i hudy. 

Sav. Ay, that thrust pierced to the heart ; he dies 
Even whilst I speak. 

Cla. Father t 

LiDi C. Alaa ! poor child ! 

Sav. She bleeds, I fear, to death. Go bear her in ; 
And treat the corse with reverence ; for surely, 
l^ough stained with much ambitioii, he was one 
Of the earth's great spirits. 
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F 8 C A R I: 

A TRAGEDY, 

In Sibt 3ct0. 
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Thk subject of the foUoving Flay is taken ftom 
a domestic tragedy in the history of Venice, and 
was suggested to the Authoress by an iuteiestiug 
narrative of that event in Dr. Moore's Travels. It 
is scarcely, perhaps, necessary to say here in prose, 
what the Prologue repeats in verse, that her piece 
was not only completed, but actually accepted at 
Covent Garden Kieatre, before the publication of 
Lord Byron's well-known drama. 
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PROLOGUE. 



Foe riches famed of yore, and once aa free 
As her own element, the bounding sea, 
Fair Venice now, fall'n from her paLn; state. 
Broods o'er her palace-city desolate ; 
Each mart deserted, each Palladian hall 
Vacant and ruinaus proclaams her £alL 
Yet still one triiunpli o! Iier ancient bme 
Qilds hei decaj, and lingers round her name ; 
"Ka that beneath the prond Venetian dome 
The Tragic Uose hath fixed her fovonrite home ; 
'Tis that hta very name bids yoong hearts glow 
With deep remembrance of some glorions woe. 
There Shylock whetted his relentless knife ; 
There poor Othello won his murdered wife ; 
There Pierre, stoat traitor, the awed State defied ; 
There Jaffier lov'd, and BeMdera died. 
And there the immortal Bard, who all too soon 
Fell in the blaze of Fame's effulgent noon. 
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Lamented B7T011 1 twice a tale hath told 

Of prinoel; angoiah in the dajs of old: 

How 'gainst the Senate Faliero fired 

With vengeful hale b; their stem doom expired ; 

And hit aererer &te, condemned to try 

His guiltless son, the good Doge Foacari. 

That tale of woe, but with an hombler Sight 

And weaker wing, oni Aatboreas of to-ni^t 

Hftth brought before ye. Deem not of it worse 

That 'tis a theme made sacred by his verse. 

Ere hia bold Tragedy burst into day. 

Her trembling hand bod closed tbia woman'a play, 

A different traek she follows— Oh ! forgive 

Her errors ye, who bid the Drama live ! 

To yonr indulgence she commends her canse, 

And hopes, yet dares not claim, yonr kind applaoae 
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ACTL 

S-CENE I. 

SI. Marei Place. 

Count Ekizzo and Celso meeting Donato. 

Dos. Good-morrow, Connt EriMO, you are early. 
Are you bound to the Palace ? 

Eriz. Aj, Donato, 

The common destination ; but I go 
With an old friend. 

Dob. What, Celao, thou turned courtier ! 

Cei.. I am a suitor to hia Highness, Sir, 
With Coimt Erizzo's aid. 

Don. What is your suit ? 

Ebiz. One of the procmators died last night ; 
And honest Celao here would £iun succeed 
To that good office. 

DoH. None more capable. 

Ton will not fall. 
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88 POsCABi. [act I. 

Ebiz. Scarcely, 1 think ; — and jct 

I hardly know. The old Doge likes me not : 
There have been mnTmnia m the senate, cousin. 
At these long wasting wan ; and he, I hear. 
Suspects me. I have donbta. From thee, indeed. 
One word — 

Don. It shal! be said. Give me the paper. 
Tea, at one word from me— the Dc^ and I 
Are friends, old friends, the friends of for^ years ; 
Besides we have a pair of hopeful sons, 
Prienda from the cradle upwards. 

Ebiz. And those friends 

May soon be brothers. Will not thy Camilla 
Be Foscari's bride, when his rongh mistreaa War 
Shall loose him from her arms P 

Don. Ay ; he'll return 

Too soon, whene'er he comes, to steal aw^ 
My age's darling. Tet is he a boy 
Full of high thoughts, a nohle, princely boy. 
Kindly and generous ; one that may deserve 
Even her, — Well, give me this petition. Count. 
Look on the post as certain. [Exit. 

Gel. How can I 

Repay — He's gone. Thiuk'st thou, he will succeed F 

Ebiz. I know not. Either way works well for us. 
If he SDCceed, then will onr party gain 
A firmer foot in Venice ; if he UH, 
We gain Donato. 

Cel. Say'stttouso? 

Eeiz. I know him. 

He's of a temper kind, and quick, and warm ; 
A powerful partisan, but easily sway'd 
By flattery or anger. Of such tools 
Aro Faction's ranks composed, not officered. 
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SCENE I.] VOSCASI. 89 

Celao, we'll liave this Doge nnbonneted, 

Thig Pc^ who wears his bad of four-score years 

£asier than I my forty. He contemns 

Ue and my biotlier nobles; he may learn 

To knov and fear our power. I tell thee, Sir, 

These brows of mine do ache for that same bonnet. 

And ere this day be ended — 

Cel. 'Us, mj Lord, 

A golden moment. The yonng Foscari 
Is safe with Sforut in the Milan wars. 

Eriz. Wonid I were sue of that ! This is indeed 
The only moment. Celso, T have here. 
How intercepted boots not, letters from 
Botb generals to the Senate. They have gained 
A signal victory j Brescia is freed; 
And Sforza gires the onahared, uuniiigled praise 
To FoscmL We mast nnthione the Doge 
Ere ttua news reach tbe city; for the people 
Adore the FoscarL Fao^ ! I am weary 
Of this good Boge, this venerable Doge, 
This popular Doge, thia Doge who courts and woos 
The noisy rabble, whilst the Senators 
He elbows from their seats. And for the son. 
With bis hot valour and proud lack of pride — 
I hate them both. We must not lose an hour ; 
The people must not hear — 

Cel. The 8euat« hates them. 

Ebiz. Aj, bnt the Senate— 

Cbl. Well, my Iiord, the Senate — 

Eriz. I^ ! I am one of them ; I must not tell 
The secrets of the Council. We are not 
So stubborn as we seem ; &e popular voice 
finds there an echo ; and besides, the Dc^ 
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90 poscAEi. [act I. 

Hath Mends. Here comes one. 

Eater Couht £eko. 

A. fait monmig to jou. 
Count Zeno. I have scarcely seen 70a amce 
You Imgering ucknees. Yod look dieeril;. 

Zeno. The w of this nev ixj is aveet and fresheniiig. 
And breathes a health into the Teins. I trust 
You need no renovating ; yet to step 
From a sick bed and a dark silent room 
Into the pore and bahn; air of J'oue, 
With the bright son lighting so bine a bIi^, 
And sparkling on the waters; all around 
Fall of the living noise of trade or mirth. 
Air, earth, and sea, all motion — it is like 
Retnrning from the tomb to this fair Torld 
Of life and sunshine ! Such delight is well 
Worth a sharp fever. 

Ebiz. Nevertheless am I 

Content with your report. A homelier joy 
Suffices me. 

Zeno. Yon are the happier man. 
Are yon for the palace F 

Eriz. No. We wait a Mend 

Zeko. Then I most say good-morrow. I am somewhat 
In haste to-day. 

Ebiz. Qood-morrow, Count. \_ExU Zt^io 

That man 
Wean in bis conrtlj smile tbe consciousness 
Of his high influence — tbe prime favourite he ! 
Did yon not see how graciously be stooped 
To me his equal, even as he had been 
TTimBflf a prince — proud minion !— Doge, beware ! 
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SCENE I.] POSCAEl. 91 

Beware t — Look, look, Domito too hath found 
A check ! See, how he chafes I See ! 

Enter Domato. 

Don. Take thy pq)er ! 

I am refused. Good-monow ! 

Ebiz. Nay, come bacL 

Can this be possible? Brefiued 1 Donate 
itefased by Foscari ! 

Don. I was a [ixil 

To ask ; — a double fool to pin my &ith 
Upon this Df^'s ennine. 

Cblso. 1 R^iret 

M<H% than my failure the indignity — 

Dos. Forget it, Sir, — How go these Milan wars ? — 
I say, Erizzo, could'st thou have believed 
The prondest he in Tenice would have dared 
To treat me with such scorn ? 

Ekiz. What! did he scorn thee F 

Don, He chid me, schooled me, blamed my easy temper. 
That lent an ear to every cunning tale, 
A voice to eveiy false designing knave. 

Cbl. Dared he ! 

Bon. And this to me ! Why art thou not 
Amazed, Erizeo P 

Ebiz. No. It but confirms 

What I have heard and acaroe believed. The Doge 
Is grown so old that he forgets his friends. 
Men say — it can't be true — and yet men say — 

Don. What f 

Ebiz. That the Doge repents his son's betrothment 
To thy Camilla. 

Don. He shall never wed her. 

Sir, if this Doge were If'ijg of all the earth 
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He might have found a higher, prouder title 
In fother to Camilla! The; are &ee. 
Camilla's claims shall never interrupt — 
What is his project F 

Ekiz. Onr great enemy. 

The Duke of MJInn, hadi a young, &ir danfj^ter. 
And she, the; sa; — 

Don. Tnshl I have seen her, man! 

A dark-bnnred wench, a beetle-broved — no more 
To match with my Camilla than Hiat Gondola 
With the BocentauT ? — I will back, "and tell Urn 
That Foscari is free. Uine own Camilla! 
My prattling, pretty one I I'll back and teQ tii"*, 

Briz. No ; tatjier come with me. Wbat I hare said 
Is hearsay or conjecture ; what is certain 
Is the misgoTemment, the public wrongs 
Of thk old Foscari, too old to sway 
The power of Yenice. This is not a place 
For sncli diaconrse. Ckime with me to my palace. 

Don. I Uiou^t he lored my daughter I 

CZL. [Aiide.} Thou art snrc. 

SCENE n. 

An Afitrtment in tie Dueat Falaee. 

Tie DoG£ and Codkt Zbno. 

Zbno. Qood-morrow to jour Highneaa. 

DoeE. Dearest Zeno, 

This ia no common pleasure. Thon the latest 
Of our late revellers, whom the Bun scarce sees 
Till half his oouree be run — 

Zeno. Oh, good my Lord, 
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SCENE II.] POaCABI. S 

I meet him often ere I go to bed, 
The bright reproachliil tell-tale ! 

DosB. To see thee. 

But latel; riaen from a ahaip sickness too 
Afoot so e&tlj ! There mnst be some oanae. 
Some kind or pleasant catise — What brings thee, Count ? 

Zeno. This letter ! , 

DooE. No petition for the post 

Vacant by poor Yenoni's death ? 

Zeno. Ohl no. 

BoQB. I should have gtiered within one little honr 
To sa; twice No to two dear friends. Yon met 
DonatoP 

Zeno. Yes, so chafed he saw me not. 
Your Highness knows his temper. 

DooE. And I fear 

Tried it too much. He asked of me that office 
For a known Tillain, an nnnsaal compound 
Of ruffian and of knave, the follower 
Of his lriiiBmii.n, Count Erizzo. 

Zbmo. Then the Count 

Was waiting for Donate. I am grieved 
He should be so companioned. 
DoGB. He flung from me 

Ere X could tell him that the post was given 
To Signor Loredano, a ripe scholar 
Fining in penury, at the pressing instance 
Of his own son. 

Zeko. Cosmo ! How like is that 

To his unwearied kindness. 

Doge. There is not. 

Unless I may except my Foscari, 
A youth in Yenice who can vie in aught 
With Cosmo. 
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ZzNO. A"ii they are aa different 
Aa the bright son and gentle moon, the sea 
In sparkling motion and the qaiet land. 
The one a Btirring, brave, and honest wddiN, 
The other a pale etndent. 

Doge. Bless them both 

My noble boys J They have ahrays lored like brothers. 
And soon I hope mj pretty sweet Camilla 
Will give them that dear title. 

Zeno. Have you had 

Tidings of Foscari lately ? 

Dose. Not for long, 

Longer than common. 

Zeno. Last nig^t at St. Mark's 

There was a rumour floating — none conld trace 
Its source— of a great victory obtained 
By Poscari and Sfoiza. 

DoGZ. Heaven grant it ! 

Sore we shall hear to-day. — Now, dearest Count, 
What is yODT will t Yon led the old man on 
To talk of his dear children, till in sooth 
He had forgotten the whole world. Now say 
Wliat is that BcroU f 

Zeno, My lord— I almost tear- 

Dost thou believe in soothsayers ? 

DooB. No ! — Yes ! — 

Not much. Why dost tiou ask P 

Zeso. Wilt thoa not answer E 

DoQE. Count Zeno, thou art one to whom, being wise, 
A wise man ma; confess the cherished folly 
That lurks within his tseast. But tell it not 
To fools, good Zeno. 

Zeno. Then thou dost believe f 

DooE. I have some cause. What ! didat thou never hear 
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SCENE II.] POSCAEI. 

Of the old prediction that was verified 
When I became the Doge F 
Zbho. An old prediction 1 

Doge. Some seventy years ago — it seems to me 
Aa fresh as jesterila; — being then a lad 
No h^her than my hand, idle as on heir. 
And all made up of gay and truant sporta, 
I flev a kite, unmatohed in shape or size, 
Over the river — we were at our house 
Upon the Brenta then ; it soared aloft, 
Driven bj light vigoroos breezes from the sea. 
Soared bnoyantly, till the dinunished toy 
Grew smaller than the falcon when she stoops 
To dart npon her prey. I sent for oord. 
Servant on servuit hunying, till the kite 
Shrank to the size of a beetle ; still I called 
For cord, and sent to summon father, mother, 
Idy little sisters, my old halting nurse, — 
I would have had the whole world to survey 
Me and my wondions kite. It still soared on, 
And I stood bendiitg back in ecstat^, 
'My eyes on that small point, doping my hands. 
And shouting, and hsiS envying it the flight 
That niade it a companion of the stars, 
When close beside me a deep voice exclaimed — 
Ay, nunmt ! monut I mount I — I started back, and si 
A tall and aged woman, one of the wild 
Peculiar people whom wild Hungary sends 
Boviug through every land. She drew her cloak 
About her, turned her black eyes up to Heaven, 
And thus pursued : — Ay, like his fortunes, mount. 
The future Doge of Venice 1 And before 
For very wonder any one could speak 



jNGoogle 



96 FOSCABI. [act I. 

Zeuo. strange '. Hast thou never seen 

That woman ainoe F 

DooE. I nerer saw her more. 

After a alight brief search, the wouder sank 
Into a jest. Mj mother for a while 
Called me her pretty Doge, her madcap Doge, 
And ran a thousand fondling changes throngh 
On that proud title ; and my sisters long 
Talked of tbe tall Hungarian. None believed 
Save my old nniae. 

Zeho. And thou F 

CoGE. Long time in me 

The seeds of futh lay dormant ; till at last 
As youth's gay wildneas sobered, and ambition 
Grew stronger in my sool, the prophecy 
Knocked at my thoughts, and I by fits betieved 
That which I wished were true. Now for Qij scroll ;— 
Whence comes it ? 

ZxNO. Ev^ such an aged crone. 

So tall, so habited, stayed me last night 
At my own door, and with an earnest voice. 
Her shaking hand prest on my arm, implored 
That, ae I loved the good Doge Foscari, 
I would at his first waking gire him this. 

Doge. She must be dead I Full seventy years ago — 
And then her locks were grizzled I — She is dead. 
And what, at fourscore years, have I to do 
With fate or fortone ! My long race is run. 
Zeho. Acad it at least. 

Doge. (Beada.) "The duc^ bonnet trembles on thy brow, 
" Ha^ of Yenice, trembles — and will fidl, thongh the Stan 
"themselves show me not when. Grant the first boon that 
" shall be asked of thee to-morrow, or before the next sun 
" rises thy verj heart shall be rent in twain." 
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SCENE in.] FOSCABI. 97 

Grant tiie first boon 1 WLy, my good Signor Celso, 

This is too palpable. Grant the flrat boon ! 

Make thee the Procnrator [ Fy ! E^ ! Fy ! 

Eiizzo's talent hatii forsaken him ; 

This cheat is shallov. They have heard the tale 

I told thee, and this paltry poor device — 

Off to the waves and winds ! 

Zbho. Tet bath the Coout 

A party in the state ; and for Donato, 
Kind, haatj, generous and beloved, his power 
May Tie with thine. 

DooE. Bat never will be used 

Against me, Zeno. I should hate myself 
Could I snspect Donato. Connt, we'U go 
Together to the Senate. Thou shalt see 
The qnick relenting of his sudden wrath. 
His graceful self-rebuke, his honest lore. * 

Zzira m gladly be converted. 

DooE, Doubt him not. 

ISxeunl. 

SCENE III. 

jtn Afartaenlin the Sonata Ptilaee, 

CuEDLu 0*4 Lauxa. 

Cail Lanra, hast thou se«n Cosmo F 

Lau. Not to^y. 

Cav. Sure, he'll not cheat us of his early smiles. 
His gay good-morrow, that beat joy of home 
When dear &iends meet in morning cheerfulness. 

Lav. And snch a cheerfulness '. and such a smile ! 
None are like bis. 

VOL. I. r 
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Gam. None ! Hast thou nerer seen 
The heaven of kindness that in Posoari's eyes 
Bhiuea nnder those dark browa } And I'm the aut«r 
Of that dear Cosmo, the selected bride 
Of that still dear^ Foscari ! Oh, cousin, 
I am the blessedest creatnre that e'er trod 
This laughing earth I There is bat only one 
Can hope to be so happy ; — thon, perchance, 
When Cosmo— 

JEaler CosMO, 
We were speaking of thee. 

Cos. Well, 

I trust fair maids. My gentle lady Lannt, 
Say yes to that. 

Cau. Feed not man's vanity ; 

Let not thjkblnshes answer. 

Cos. Sister mine, 

"Tis thou art clothed in blushes. Why the dawn 
Opening her ardent eyes, and shaking wide 
Her golden locks on the Adriatic wave. 
The bright Aurora, she is sad and pale 
And spiritless compared to thee. Hast thon 
Been Psyche's errsndP Or hath ^ome [air vision 
Ltqit thee in lorelinesa? 

Cah. I think I dreamt 

Of heaven; tor I was in a plaoe where care 
And fear and sorrow live not, gelf-sostained 
On wings such as tlie limner's cunning lends 
To the Seraphim, and singing like a bird 
From the deep gladness of a merry heart 
The whole night long. And when the morning came 
And I awakened in this w<nk-day world. 
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SCENE III.] FOSCAHL 99 

The spell was on me still ; and stOl ia on 
The buojanc;, tiie joy, the certain hope 
Of hi^pmess. !&other, are there no news 
Of FoacariP 

Coa. None certain. Yet is there 
A balminesa of hope; and stirring nunours 
Come pattering ronnd ns, with a pleasant sound. 
Like the lai^ Jropa before a aununer ahower. 
The; talk of Foscari and victor; — 

Gail There hath then been a batUe. Is he safe F 

Coa. As safe as I mjseU. 

Cax. F; ! what a fool 

Am I to tremble so 1 And art thon ante ? 

Coa. There ia no certainty, but auch a hope 
Aa ia her foreninner, Hath not mj father 
Heard of tbia victor; ? 

Lao. He hath been long • 

Gone to the p^ace, and wished thee to follow. 

Cos. Gladlj. I have a good man's gratitude 
To pa; to the good Doge. I must awa; 
Or I shall miaa the Senate. 

Cax. Thoa wilt send 

The tidings, Cosmo t 

Cos. Surely. 

Cam. Qnieklj? 

Cos. Tea. 

Cue. Good tidings, Coamo. 

Cos. Yes. My pretty cousin. 

Hast thon no charge to give f 

Lau. Why bring this tale. 

This happy tale thyself, 

Cah , Ay, come thyself, 

Dear Cosmo, and breweU. [Sxil Cosmo. 

F 2 
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Now, liftora mine. 
Let S3 to the high balcony. I need 
Freah air and am and apaikliug sighta and sonnds 
To help siutain this happiness, this hope. 
Which weighs almost like fear. My dearest, coMe. 
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ACT n., SOENX 1.] HMCABI. 



CousT Dbizzo, Donaio, and Senatobs. 

Eriz. He Tiilea ns as a king— tbia Foecari, 
An absohite king, han^t; and imbecile 
Aa KBj Esstem sorereign I He degradea 
The old nobility, ocmtemns the Senate, 
And cringes to the people— « mob coutiet ! 
A greed; svaUover of popular praise ! 

Szir. He hates the nobles. 

EwB. But this very day 

Did tie refuse to my dear tinaman here 
A post, that he requested for a man 
Who Long hath served the stete. 

Ssii. Eefose Donato ! 

Ebiz. ^en so. He is of the Senate, is the head 
Of an old powerM honse, is rich, is nobk^ 
Is nobly loTed. Are not these crimes cnoogli 
To stir ODT Doge's wrathF 

Dob. No more of this I 
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&KIZ. Then his misgoTemmeut, his tedious wars. 
His waste of blood and treaanre, diat his son, 
"nie idol of the aoldieiy, laay glnt 
His lost of glorioDB battle 1 Senators, 
Whj shoold we thus aabmit t« vihait we hate ? 
Whj bow to whom we made F The Doge is now 
Too old for his hig^ office. Good my lords. 
Let Ds resume onr power. Is there no brow 
In Venice that may bear this dncal crown 
Save one ? Will it not sit as gracefallj 
On TigorooB manhood's dnstering curls F On thine. 
Donate ? Or Pisani, upon thine ? 
Or any man of db F Lords, have ye changed 
Tour purpose ? That the Doge may be deposed 
Is the fixed Uw of Venice. Are ye Grm ? 
This is the moment. 

Sen. He most be miihroned. 

Ebiz. Then be it done t«-day. 

Secohd Sek. I'll join thee. Count, 

Thihd Sen. And L 

£biz. Dooato, thou wilt best propose — 

Don. Oh no ! He hath been harsh— but I have loved 

We are old Friends. 
8bh. Do it thyself Erizzo. 

Don. But gently, reverently. 

Snttr Doge, Cocnt Zeno, and oiitr Senators. 
DoGB. My gracious brda, 

I greet ye wdl ! We are no troanta. Sits, 
This fall assemblage honours our fair Venice, 
Honours her senators. Signer Donato^ 
Nay shun me not — that post was promised to— 
Thou wilt not hear ! I have too often borne 
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With thy infinnitj. Foiget not, SJr, 

That thott'rt my friend, or I must needs temembra 

That I'm thy prince. Now to onr bnsineaa, lords. 

Baiz. Are there no letters from the aroij? 

DoGB. None. 

But there b throngli the city a lond bniit 
Of victory. 

Ekiz. In a well-ordered state. 
There is no pause for romonr ; certainty 
Outspeeda her lying rival. 

DoGB. Think'st thou. Count, 

That my old heart is quiet in this pause ? 
Thou hast no boy in yonder battle-field. 
Or thou wouldst know how thirstily the soul 
Of a father p&nta in his anspenae for tmtJi, 
One single drop of sweet or bitter truth. 

Enter CoaMO. 

Who's that? 

Sen. Cosmo Donato, please you, Sir. 

BoGE. Oh, onr young secretary f Sit by me, 
I bad joat missed thee, Cosino. Was thy &iend 
Content? 

Cos. Oh, never gratitude was clothed 
In such pure joy. I would your Highness saw 
The happiness yon caused. 

Doge Hash ! Count Erizzo, 

You were about to speak. 

Eniz. I was ; and yet 

I gladly would delay, gladly resign 
A painful duty. 

Do&E. If it touch me. Sir, 

Speak. 

Eaiz. Is there not, my lord, a law in Yenice, 
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Tkit if the Doge, by aickness, grief, or age, 
Become iiLcapaUe, lie be remoTed F 

SooE. There is. 8a; on. 

E&i;. What need I to sa; mote ! 

Enow we not all the g;ood Boge FoBcari 
Is tomed of fooTBOore jears ? Ktter for him 
To la; down the praud boimet, which doth wei^ 
So heavil; on those white hairs, and pass 
In calm, serene repose the evening hours 
Of hia uuanllied life. So shall his sun. 
Setting in tranquil beauty, leave a train 
Of pure and cloudless light ; so praised and loved 
Shall he sink down to rest. 

DooB. T\us is not all. 

On, on, my lord ! 

Ebiz. Fitter for ns a man 

Who shall remember in this state of Venice 
There is another power great as himself. 
And greater than the people. Howsoe'er, 
Thou hast the bearing. Doge, of a bora prince, 
To us, thy subjects, thoa art but the head 
Of the Venetian nobles. Thy proud rank 
Was given by them, thy equals. Each great name 
That now surrounds thee hath in turn adorned 
Th; splendid of&ce. Not a noble honse 
£nt is a link in the resplendent chain 
Of old Venetian story. We are bom 
Lords of the Adriatic; not a name 
Bat hath been vowed her spouse. Think not such names 
Are oommon sounds ; they have a music in them. 
An odoTons reoollection, they are part 
Of the old glorioufi post. Tlieir conntiy knows 
And loves the loft; echo which gives back 
The memoiy of the buiied great ; tad we 



jNGoogle 



3CEHE l] FOBCASI. 

Their sous — Oh, our own names are watohworda to ns 

That coll to valour and to nctory. 

To goodness and to freedom. This bast thou 

Foi^tten. Every creeping artiisn, 

Every hard-handed smoky slave is nearer 

To our great Doge than we : to them all smiles 

And princely gradonsness — to ns all frowns 

And kingly pride. Fitter for ns a J>oge 

Of a congenial spirit, to preside 

Over our councils, and to guard and guide 

The Senate and the State. 

ZzHO. Perhaps Erizzo 

Wonld deign to wear this care-encompass'd crown? 

Esiz. M; voice is for Donate, Sir ! 

Cos. Mj father Doge of Venice ? Never ! Never ! 
He will not, mnst not, shall not ! All the world 
Would join in one reproach ; the very atones 
Of Venice wonld cry oat ; and we, his children — 
Ob, we should die of grief and shame ! What he 
Supplant his friend, his dearest Mend ! Oh, never ! 
Father, thou wilt not ? 

Sbm. Silence ! 

Euz, Signer Cosmo, 

Thou art not yet a senator. 

Cob. My lords, 

I pray your pardon ; but if I had seen 
A Tffliomed serpent coiling roond his limbs 
And pressing him within its deadly clasp, 
Wonld ye have blamed the cry that Natnre sent F 
Thoa wilt not be tiie Doge F 

Don, Never! 

Cos. Mj father. 

Forgive me iliat I feared. How could I fear ! 

F 3 
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FoTgive me. 

DoGB. Noble bo;! — Hast thou said all F 
That I am old, and that I lore the people ? 
Are Ibese in; crimes ? Oh, I am doabl; guiltj ! 
I love them all, even je that lore me not ! 
I caimot choose bnt lore ye, for ye are 
Venetians, quick, and prond, and apsrkliiig-«;ed, 
Venetians brave and hee. Ye are the lords 
Of the bright sea-built city, beautiful 
Aa storied Athens ; or the gorgeous pride 
Of B«me, eternal Rome ; greater than kings 
Are je, Venetian nobles — je are free ; 
And that is gteatneas and nobilitj. 
The source and end of power. That I have made 
Libert; common as the common sir. 
The son-light, or the rippling waves that wash 
Our walls ; that ever; citizen hath been 
Free as a sfsaaUa ; that I have mled 
In our fair Venice, as a father rules 
In his dear household, nothing intermitting 
Of needful discipline, but quenching fear 
In an indulgent kindness ; tbeae jt call 
My crimes. These are my boasts. Yes, I do bve 
The honest artisans ; there's not a bee 
Tiaii smiles Dp at me with a kindly e;e 
But sends a warmth into my heart, a glow 
Of buo;ant youthfolness. Age doth not freeze 
Our hmnan sympathies; the sap fails not. 
Although the trunk be rugged. Age can feel. 
And think, and act. Oh, noble senators, 
Te do mistake my crime. I am too yoong ; 
I am not like to die ; and the; who wait 
Wax weaiy for m; seat. I do not dote. 
My Lord Erizzo ; yet — [SiouU mthnit. 
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FoBcari ! Toscari ! 

DooB. What mean those shouts F 

Caa. Ptanceaco Foscari ! 

Here lives no other, whom a grateful people 
Woold greet as with one heart. 

Enter FoacAJU. 

Zbko. M; Lord Fnmcesco 1 

Doge. Ify son, mj veiy son I Now I am jonng 
And great and happj ! Now I reign ogain- 
M; nobkst son ! 

Foa. Father ! Whj this is joy 

Deeper than vietoij ! Dost feel my heart ? 

Doox. Art thou Dnhnrt ? 

Fos. TJntonched. I almost shame 

To want one glorious scar. How well he is ! 
What fire is in hia eyes ! Cosmo, tiioa t^m I — 
But I have tidings that the Doge most hear 
Upon his throne. High tidings, gracious lords ! 
Kj father, — take thy state. 

£biz. \Jeidt.'] Lost! lost! All lost ! 

Another hour and that most hated boy 
Had berak most welcome ! 

Fos. [To Cosmo.] Still aa lovely, Cosmo ? 

KnA still Bs true P 

Cos. Tes! Yes! 

Fos. Will jiot the Doge 

Assume the accostomed seat ? 

DooE. My son, these lords, 

These senators, these mighty ones of Venice 
Have found thy Either old. Hadat thou returned 
Some half-hour later, thou hadst seen the throne 
Filled by Donato, or his cousin Count. 
Which hath thy voice, Francesco f 
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Fo8. ThOtt ttot Doge ! 

Erizzo dimb into tiij lioiu>nred seat, 
Honouied b; thee I Or thou, Donato, tkoD 
Join with this falae, nngrateful, heartless Senat«, 
This shadow and this mockery of wisdom. 
To cast aside the best and truest heart 
That ever made our Venice rich and prond. 
And great and h^py, to throw off thj prince 
Like an old garment ! Shame [ Thou that didst call 
Thyself his Mend ! Shame ! sliame ! My dearest Cosmo, 
This was a grief to thee. Oh, shame ! shame ! shame ! 

DoH. Sated again, and by a boy ! I tell thee 
I would not be the Doge. 

Zeuo. My Lord Fraucesoo, 

ny tidings. 

Pos. Take thy state, D<^ I'oscari. 

Frooi thee did I receive my mtuden sword, 
I'rom thee my high commission ; to none other 
Will I resign them. Senators of Venice ! 
Ligrates ! I bring ye victory and peace. 
Victorious peace ! Brescia ia free, and Milan 
Sues at your feet for peace. Her haughty Duke 
Is Sforaa's prisoner, — my prisoner. Doge, 
And Sforza weds his heir, 

Don. Ha ! 

Fos. lOivinff Uliera to the DooB.] Eight days hence 
He will be here. Sec what he writes, my lord. 
The Senate is amazed ; yet from the field 
We sent ye somewhat of this glorious tale. 

Efiiz. Those letters reaehed not Venice. 

Fos. Count Erizzo, 

I met the messenger, aad ataid my hotse 
To ask Um of my father. He had stopt 
Short of the palace, but had safely given 
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The packet to a BenBtor, Erizzo, 
"nioii vast the man. Ijook at him, je that ever 
Saw guilt ooze out in shame ! Naj, tremble not ; 
I pardon thee. There is no other vengeance 
for low dishonour. It would stain my sword 
To dip it in th j blood. 

Bbiz. My Lord Francesco, 

I yet may find a time — 

Fos. I pardon thee. 

PooB. SfoTza says here, this Brescian victory 
Was gained hy thee. Zeno, read there — jnst there. 

Fo3. Here ia the treaty. Doge, already signed 
By mi"", Sforza, and myself: add tlioa 
Thy venerable name, Doge FoscarL 
So — having crowned a long and gbrioos reign 
With g^orionH peace, let me, thy son, plnct off 
This envied bonnet from thy honoured bead. 
Wear it the worthiest ! Never wiU it clip 
Within ita golden circlet snch high Iboughta, 
Such a brave love of freedom, such a warm 
And generous fitith in man. Proud lords of Venice, 
Te ne'er deserved him. Uj good sword, lie tbere ! 
I am DO more your general. Pass we forth 
Together, my dear &tJier, private men — 
BJch in the only wealth the world can ^ve,' 
A spotless name. 

DooE. Bicbest in thee. Nay, Zeno ! 

Zbko. Te mnst not leave us, lords. Doge, if again 
We had to choose, our choice again would fall 
On fosoari. Is't not bo f 

Ebiz. [Apart to a Sen.] Sail with the stream — 
Foacari !— I'll find a time — 

Sbratom. Foscari! Fosoari! 

DoQX. One still is silent. 
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Cos. Nov, m; fodier, now ! 

For &j fiune's sake. 

]>0N. On FoBcari. 

Cos. Thtmka! Thanks! 

Now d&re I look npon tlutt reverend face. 
And grasp tbis hand again. 

Fos. Sid we not know thee ! 

Doge. Senators, oonntTjmen, at your behest 
I wear once more the crown. 

Fos. Oh, no! bo! nol 

Bear not again that bnrthen. 

DoO£. Mj Francesco, 

Take up thy sword again, thy kni^^tly sword — 
I am too proud of thee ! — thy stainless sword ! 
Now, good my lords, oni fellow-citizens 
Must be made happy in this glorious tale. 
First to proclaim the peace ; then, with meek hearts, 
liowlily, with a steadfast thankfulness. 
Pour out our homi^ to the Lord of Peace 
In his own temple. This high duty o'er, 
I bid ye to the palace ; we must grace 
Oar soldier with some revelry. Donato, 
Thou wilt be there, and Cosmo — will ye not ? 
And ont Camilla, lady of the feast. 
And of the heart. Come to na, dear Donato. 

Eniz. [Jpari to Don.] Are all his taunts forgotten ? 

Dos. No ! I cannot. 

booE. Think better of it. Zeno !— Follow soon 
Francesco ! — Zeno, is this storm the eud 
Of OUT dark prophecy ? [£ziV Dogb, Zeno, and Sek. 

Fos. Siguor Donato, 

I have a feeling here of deep old love 
That tells me I have wronged thee. If I have, 
Forgive me I 
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Cos. Father, canst thoa tnm away 

When Foacori apeoka those words which mortal eai 
Ne'er heard him ntter P 

Fob. If I did miatake, 

Twaa in mj father'a caose ; 'twas such a wrong 
As Cosmo would hare done for thee. Foi^ve me, . 
For her dear sake. 

Eni2. ITo DoH.] Remember, " Shame !" 

Dos. Erizzo, 

Think'at thon I can fo^t ! Not eren for her. 
Stay me not, Cosmo. [£rtf Dohato. 

Cos. Go, for I can tmst 

Thj kind heart, father ! Love, who is so strong 
In gentleness. Love and hia bondsman Time 
Will conquer anger. We must now snbmit. 
To-morrow — 

Fos. Obi what a long life of lore 

Most I give up I To-morrow 1 I am here. 
Here in this luqtpy Venice, which she makes 
The palace of her beaut;, where the air 
Is sweetened by her breath, and her young voice 
Floats on the breeze lile muaic. 1 am here — 
Dmded from her but by enyions walls, 
Ckmds that conceal my aun. Hadat thoo but aeen 
How I Qiged on mj mettled conraer's speed. 
My matchless Barbaiy horse, till his poro jet 
Was ponnced with snowy flakea ; or how I strove 
To graft my hot impatience on the dull 
And slavish boatmen j or with what a stroke 
I cleft the water ; or how leapt aahore — 

Cos. I cwi believe t — 

Foa. That I mi^t sooner gain 

£y Que half-hour her presence ! And to hear 
This longing till to-morrow ! Thou must say 
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All this and more, mnoh more, of love and hope 
And food impEd:ience. Tell her— 

Cos. Thoa thyself 

Shalt tell her these sweet things, mixed with a world 
Of lovers' eloquence, of looks and sighs. 
And broken words. Ay, Poscari, thou thyself 1 

Fob. But how F Where P. When P 

Cos. To-night. Por one short hour 

Steal &om the feast its hero. Uy good father. 
Who, like a bird, foreruns the summer sun. 
Seeks his nest early. Thon mayst ask for me 
Aud find Camilla. 

Fos. Blessings on thee, friend ! 

Eriz. Ttvnightl [£nV. 

Fos, We have a hearer, 

Cos. He is gone. 

Fos. Beware that smooth Erizzo, dearest Cosmo, 
Beware I 

Cos. Nay, Fascari, let me caution thee 
Bevare aospicion ! Think him innocent 
Till thou hast proved him guilt;. Blackening doubt 
Beseems not thy clear breast. Sweep it away. 

Fos. Oh, how I love the beautiful mistakes 
Of thy unbounded charity ! That man — 
Didst thou not see him whispering Donato P 
We will not think of him. Doth my Camilla 
Talk of me often? 

Cos. Tea. 

Fos. Oh, I was snre 1 

Bat it is such a joy to hear that yes I 
Doth she— [StouU mthtml. 

Cos. Hark ! thou art called. The citizens 
Demand their General 6o ! 

Fob. I'd rather face 
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An ffiiemj in battle. 

Cofl. Than vast wont 

To We the people, Foscari. 

Fos- I vonld drain 

The last drop in mj Teina for them and freedom; 
Bat tJiese loiid shoiita, this popnlar acclaim, 
This withering, perishing blast of volgax praise. 
Whose noisy echoes do shake off the flush 
Of Fame's joimg blossoms — Oh, I hate them all ! 
Tnie hononi should be silent, spotless, bright. 
Enduring ; trembling even at the breath 
That woos her beanty. 

Cos. Come. IBxeiaf. 



A Boot* in the Eruio Palate. 

CornT Ebizzo entering. 

Ebiz. Seek Signor Celso. — Baffle4 spumed, contemned. 
Pardoned— the insolent ! Bnt he shall feel — 
All lost ! For old Donato, shaUow fool. 
Hath in his anger a relenting spirit 
And will yield easy way at the first tear 
The fiiir Camilla sheds — the very first ! 
She hath bnt to cry Father, and to hang 
About his neck, and his light wrath will melt 
Like snowflakes in that rain. How the doll Senate 
Cowered at the hanghty soldier's feet ! Even 1— 
Thinks he I too can pardon ! He shall find 
My hate immortal Nothing stands between 
Me and the crawn bnt Foscari. To-night — 
This Celso, as I have good cause to know. 
Can wield a dagger well— to-night he goes 
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To meet his ladj-love — to-night — alone — 
1 can Hpjiiin jftTiTip Gosnko. 

2U«rC£LB0. 

Celso, Mend, 
Thou comest at a wish. Where haat thon been P 

Cel. Where I am Btonned with ahoats of Foscori, 
And duEted with the glare of tinselled gauds 
Hong out to honour him. The palaces 
Ate clothed with tissues, velvets, cloths of gold 
And richer tapestiy. The canab all strewed 
With floating flowers, through which dark gondolas 
Dart as through some bright garden. All is lost. 
And I mnst leave dear Venice. Connt, farewell ! 

Ebiz. Whj must thou go F 

Cbl. Ask m; hard creditors. 

Ekie. Celso, I have a thousand ducats here 
Tor ^'"1 that rids me of a i>linHng plague* 

Cel. a thousand dncats ! 

Eeiz. Haat thon atill thj dagger P 

In, and 111 tell thee more. This verj ni^t ! 
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An Apartment in the Donato Palace, 
BoKATO, r «MTi.T.*, and Lauba. 

Lau. Camilla, w\j so drooping F 

Cajl This tuttb been 

A long and wearj da; ; there ia a lieat, 
A gloom, a heavy doseness. See, this rose 
Is withering too, that waa so Fresh and fair — 
The white mnsk-rose — that which he used to love, 

Liu. It was no day for Venice. 'Twonld have been 
A cahn sweet stillness in oar country home, 
Boirered amid green leaves and growing flowers, 
Witii fi'^rant airs about ns, and soft light. 
And rustling birds. 

SoK. The sky portends a storm. 

To bed, Camilla 1 

Cam. Father ! dearest father. 
Have I displeased thee F 

DoH. No! To bed! To bed 1 

Laoia, good night. [J 
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Cue He nsed to call me ohild, 

Hia dearest idiild; andwhenl grasped liis hand 
Wcndd hold me from him vith a long fond gaze. 
And stroke my hair and kiMi my brow, and bid 
HeaTea Ueaa his sweet' Camilla; And t»-iiight 
Nought but to bed 1 M bed ! 

LiAU. Believe it, connn, 

A thing of accident. 

CiM. And Cosmo comes not ; 

He sends not to me — he that never broke 
His piloted vord before ! And Laura I Lanra ! 
Fosoari is in Venice, is letnmed 
Triumphant, and he oomes not, sends not, Laoi^ 
And when I atk of him my fath^ frowns 
Sternly on his poor child. 

Bt-aUer DoNATO. 

DoK. My pretty one, 

I coold not go to rest till I had said 
Heaven bless thee ! 

Cam. Mj dear father 1 

Don. Whatisthisf 

A tear? 

Cak. Ob ! gratitnde, and love, and joy 
Are in that tear, dear fother!— and one doubt — 
One fear — 

Don. Sweetest, good night ! 

Cak. Foscari, father F 

Don. To bed, my own Camilla ! [Exit. 

Caic Not a word. 

Liu. Something works in him deeply. 

Cut. Yet how kind. 

How exqniutely fond ! Cosmo must know. 
And, Lanra, Cosmo never flies from thee, 



jnGoo^Ic 



SCETTE I.] FOSCABI. 117 

And thon maj'st ask — 

IiAU. I will, I wiU, sweet Cot 1 

Look, dearest, at the glandng gimdolas 
Shooting along eaeh with ita Httle lig^t, 
Like stars npon the water. Whither go the; F 

Cam. To the proud Ducal Palace, where the; hold 
High feasting in his honour. There the danee. 
And the quaint maaqne, and music's softer strains 
Minister to his pnuses. 

Lau. And the ear 

That would diink in so eagerl; that sweet praise, 
The heart that would leap np at ever; sonnd 
Sejoicing, the glad e;es — Would tbou wert there ! 

Cak . Ah ! would I were, since Toscari is there ; 
l^tat is enough for me ! Where'er he is. 
In tent or battle-field— Hark ! what is that ? 
That mnsio ? Oh 'tis he 1 'tis Foscari ! 
Dost thou not know the strain, the wandering strain, 
Tremhling and floating like a apirif s song, 
^th man; a — Hark again ! — 'Tis he ! 'tis he ! 
That air belongs to him even as a name ; 
It thrills m; Ter; heart. Am I not pale t 

IiAtJ. No ; the bright blood floats trembling in th; cheek, 
Uost like that wandering music. 

Cak. Thereispain 

In this excess of joy 

Lau. He comes. 

' Safer Foscabi. 
Fob. Camilla ! 

Sweetest Camilla I 

' Caii. Thon art come at last 

' Frsnoeaco! 

Foa. Uy CamiUa— Come at last 1 
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Why is this chiding ! Canst tkoa ctiide, CftiQill& F 

Lac. Ay, or she were no woman. 

Fob. Lady Lanra ! 

Foi^?e me that 1 saw thee not. Camilla, 
Chide on — nay, thou art smiling — Come begin! 
I'd rather hear thy chidings than the praise 
Of all the world beside. Let me but hear 
Thy voiee, whate'er thon speakest. 

Cau. Dear Francesoo, 

Thon hast been long away. 

Fo5. Oh, very long ! 

Caji. And where F 

Fos. Away firom thee. That is enough ; 

Where thon art not I keep no connt of place, 
Nor time, nor speech, nor act. 

CiK. Yet tell me where. 

Fob. Where I have dreamt of courts and campa and ^Ids 
Of gbrious battle. A long weary dream 
To hiirij who loTes to bask him in thy smiles. 
And lire upon thy words. 

Cam. Yet hast thon lost 

Ten weaiy hours to-day, 

Fos. Why this, indeed. 

Is chiding, my Camilla. I haTe been 
At the Palace, at the Senate Hall, at Church, 
Have undergone a grand procession, love, 
And a long dreary feast. 

Cau . And is that aUJ* 

Fos. And is not that enough F Wonld'st thou crowd in 
Mtue tedionsness f Oh, thou unmerciful I 

Cam. But why not first — snre he is thinner, Laura, 
Thinner and paler F 

Latt. Nay, he is the same. 

Cka. Why not first come to me P 
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Fob. Perhaps I bve 

To visit m; heart's treaaore by that light 
When misera seek their buried hoards ; to steal 
XJpoE the lored one, like a mermaid's song, 
Unseen and floating between sea and sk; ; 
To creep upon her in love'a loveliest honr. 
Not in her daylight beauty with the glare 
Of the bright ann aronnd her, but thus pnie 
And white uid delicate, under the cool moon 
Or lamp of alabaster. Thus I love 
To think of thee, CamiHa ; thus with flowers 
About thee and fresh air, and auch a light. 
And snch a stillness ; thus I dream of thee. 
Sleeping or waking. 

Cam. Dost thou dream of me P 

Fos. Do I ! without that lovely mockery. 
That sweet nnreal joy, how conJd I live 
When we are parted? Do I dream of thee! 
Deoreat, what ajia theeP Then art not to-nig^t 
As thou art wont, thine eyea avoid my gaze. 
Thy white hand trembles and turns cold in mine. 
What ails thee, dearest ? Hast thou heard — What fear 
Disturbs thee thus, Camilla ? 

Cah. I will tell thee. 

Coamo is absent ; my dear father grieved ; 
There is high feasting in thy princely home 
And I not there ; and thou not here till now. 
At midnight, when my father sleeps, and Cosmo 
la still away. Are ye all Mends P Say Foscari, 
The very ttnth. 

Fob. Well ! Thou shalt hear the truth. 

Cheer thee ! 'Tia nought to weep for. At the Senate 
There were to-day aome hasty words. Erizzo, 
Thy subtle kinsman, he was most to bUme — 
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I was too liot, too rash; but I implored 
Donato's pardon, and am half fo^ven ; 
Tbon^ yielding to the craft; Count, lie shunned 
To sup with us to-night. 

Cam. All I I had feared— 

Poa. There is no cause for fear. This sudden storm 
Is but a Jul; shower that sweeps awaj 
The o'erblown roses. Cosmo is our friend, 
Onr truest wannest friend; and well thou know'st 
Thy father's kindly heart; he lores thee so ; 
Ay, and he loves me too ; and he shall bve me 
Better than ever. 

Lau. He shall love ! Lord Poscari, 

Thon'rt a true soldier. Wilt thon conquer lore P 

Pog. Sorely. 

Liu. And how F 

Fob. By lore and gratitude. 

Anil deep respect, and true observance, Laura. 
Shake not thy head, Camilla. He shall love me. 
What ! is be not thy &ther P Smile on me. 
Think'at thon that if I feared to lose thee, I 
Should be thus tranquil ? 

[E»it Lauila. 

Cam. No. But at my heart 

There is a heavy aenae of coming pain, 
A deep and sad foreboding. 

Fos. Thon hast been 

Yeied to-day, sweetest, and thy weary tboughts 
Tinge tiie bri^t fatnre with the gloomy past. 

Cam. Well, be it so. And yet I would to heaven 
That this one night were over ! — Where is Laura f 

Fos. She glided off, with a kind psirting smile. 
And a quick sparkle in her eye, that said 
Ye vrill not miss me ! 
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Cah. A7, her men? gknce ; 

But we do misB her. Tww a Mtncy thou^t. 
My pretty gentle Lwtra ! 

Fos. She is grown. 

Cm. Tea, tall And beautiful and rarclj good. 
Oh 'tis the kindest heart 1 We think she'll lOAke — 
'ffliatisthatQDiae? 

Foa. Nothing. A distant door. 

What stftrtlea thee, Camilla ? 

Cam. Mj own heart. 

Hark how it beats, painfullj, fearfnllj ! 
Hush I hash ! Again that noise I 

Foa. Tis thunder, love, 

And that hath stirred thy spirits. Cheei thee, dearest j 
A soldier's wife should be as bcaye aa steel 
What didst thou saj of Laota ? 

C&u. She will make 

A aweeet wife for ooi Cosmo, 

Fob. And doth he 

Love the young beanty ? 
' Cam. He hath scarce forgot 

To treat her as a child, the dearest child. 
The loTeliest and the gentlest, — but a child. 
Francesco, thou must praise her — Ha I again ! 
That is no thunder-clap. My father's door— 
Oh go! go! go! 

Foa. My dear Camilla, no I 

Hion canst not fear me, I will be as calm. 
As humble — 

Cau. Go ! go I go ! I die with fear ; — 

He is so rash, so audden ; — He will kill thee ! 

Foa. Herel under his own roof! In thy dear si^t ! 
Thy own dear father ! 

Cah. He will part us, Foscari I 

-VOL. I. G 
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Go! 

Fob. Well, I go. Bat m; Camilla— 

Cam. Go ! 

Fob. Dearest, farewell I 

Cam. Kot that way !— fhat ! there ! there .' 

Leftp from the window in the corridor. 
From the low balcony ! 

Fob. Farewell 1 [EnV. 

Cam. I'm glad 

That he is gone. Feai hath so mastered me 
I stumble on the level floor. Thank Heaven 
They are both safe, my dearest Foscari, 
My dearest father 1 Here's no danger now ; 
And yet the ni^t grows wilder. What a flash 1 
And I have sent him forth into the storm, 
I, that BO love him ! I have sent him forth 
Into this awfnl storm ! Protect Tiim, Heaven ! 
I thought I heard the window — Can those steps 
BehisP 

Bon. (Viiioul.) Helpl help I base traitor! Foscari! 
Murder 1 

Snier JjiVSA, 

Lati. What's that P 

Cak. Undo the door — I cannot — 

IJndo the door ! My father! Exemit. 

Lau. (Behind the tetntt.) Who hath done 
This horrible deed P 

Cak. (Behind the teenet.) T&j Mhet ! murder ! murder 1 
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d ffall M lie Ducal Palace. 
SoGB, Cbmra Zbho, LadUt and Oenilemen. 

Dose. Now for game stimog air to wke the spirits 
Of mirth and motion. Sweet ones, to the douce I 
Where is thia Poscaiif Gentles, in m; youth 
He had been held a recreant that forsook 
The revet, and the light of ladies' ejes, 
And play of twinkling feet. D^nerate boy I 

Gemt. Degenerate days 1 All ! we coold tell anch tales 
Of the deep meniment, the goi^eoua banquets. 
The high festivity of our old time ! 
Thou may'st smile, Zeno, but his Highness knows 
Bright niirth is on the wane. Our pan; »ons 
Show bnt faint flashes of their father's fire. 

Zcno. Believe him not, fair maids ! 'Tia bnt the vannt 
Of vaunting age. Believe bjm not. Wh;, More, 
Th J father in those mirthful days hath said 
The same to thee, and his tx) him ; yet still 
Tis merry Venice. Forty years to come 
We, too, may boast na of onr jovial prime, 
Kor yet the world grow sadder. Fear it not. 
His Highness will not join Oiee, Signor More j 
He is too yoathfnl-hearted. 

BooE. What a bribe 

Is that to aid thy cause ! Bat Hero's right ; 
We were fine gallants. Niece, I pr'ythee see 
That alt arc welcomed. Where's thy sister, Jnlio f 

2nii Gent. Not yet returned from Bome, 

DooE. I woald liave ha( 

All the fair stars of Yenice here to-night 
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Stuning in one bright galaxj. 

Gemt. Wb mi» 

Signor Donato's daughter. 

DooE. Ay, indeed, 

Mj ptett; sweet Camilla ! — Fair Olivia, 
Let Trevisano lead thee to the dance. 
Were I one ten years yonuger, trust me, sir, 
rd not resign this hand. Not a light measnie. 

[A Dance. 
Is't not a peerless nymph ? The yonngest Qrace 
Leading her linked sisters through the maze 
Of bioasom'd myrtles upon Ida's aide, 
Is not so light of foot. Beat thee, dear maid. 
What is that? Thunder? 

Zejso. Tea 1 a fearfnl atorm. 

It rages awfully. Hark ! there again ! 

Boos. Well ; we most keep such coil of merriment 
As shall outroar the rattling peaL 

■ Euler VoSCtiBX. 

ATi, truant ! 
How wilt thou make thj peace ? 

Fos. I read no war 

In these fair looks. 

Zeno. Peace is more perilous. 

Fob. Ay, truly, Zeno. 

Zbko. Whither hast thou been f 

Watching her lattice bat to catch a glimpse 
Of the swift slender shadow that glides past 
So gracefully, clouding tiie soft dim light f 

Fos. Pooh! pooh! 

ZxKO. And with a true devotion bent 

Uncorered at her shrine f Wliy thou art wet ! 
This is Bome new device of gallantly, 
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Some trick of Milan oonrtBlup. 

Fo8. Toah, man, tush ! 

Ho ! a briflk meaanre ! Diowu with menj notes 
Count Zeno's merry riddles 1 Wilt thott dance 
With me, dear lad J P Do not say me No I 

Ladt. Oh no 1 

Foa. Why, that should mean. Oh yea ! 

DooE. Good niece. 

Will not the Lady Celia join the dance? 
Seek her. Pm yoong and light enough to-night 
To min^e there myself. What ails the music F 
Qolckei ! Why break they off F Dear Zeno, ask. 

Fob. Murdered ! Impossible ! L oidy left — 
I am myBelf— It cannot be. Play on I 
On with the dance 1 

Gemt. Here is a man hath seen him. 

One who still dutkea with fear. 

Foa. Bring him to me ! 

Where is he? Where? 

DoQE. Zeno, what is this tale ? 

ZsNO. A tale of horror ! 



Ebiz, Justice, Doge of Venice I 

A senator lies reeking in his blood. 
Murdered in his own palace. Justice, Doge ! 

Fob. What senator ? 

Ebiz. Canst thou ask that ? Donato. 

DoOK. Donato murdered I the belored Domtto I 
The second name of Venice 1 SjOne old fiiend ! 
Lords, to the council. This is uot a tale 
For woman's gentleness. Qood night to all. 

[Exeuti ladiei, and i(m« Geniletun. 
Would he ^ft^ ta'en my hand 1 
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Fos. He u not dead — 

It must be fobe, it bIuII be ! 

Emz- What doat thou 

Donbt of Conato's death F Thon F 

7o3. Hearken, Doge ! 

His voice hath mockery in it, shaip and loud 
As the clear riitg of metale : he apeaka not 
As we, who heard the tale, in broken woida 
And breathless ; his teeth chatter not ; his lips 
Are firm ; there is no tmnhliiw in his limbs. 
No glare in his keen eyes. None bat a fiend. 
Fresh from the reek of murder, could so master 
The himmti sympathy, tiie fellowship 
Of Nature and of kind. 

Doge. Yet wherefore— 

Bitter CoBUO. 

Cos. Justice ! 

Foa. Beloved friend ! 

Cob. Off! offl I oome for joatice. 

For equal jostiee ! 

DooE. ThoD shalt have it. 

Cos. Dc^I 

For equal justice I 

DooE Was he not my friend p 

Am I not thine F 

Cos. Ay — BO the murderer said !— 

Friend ! the word chokes me. 

Fob. Chief hath turned hia Imun. 

Doo£. Thou shalt have justice. 

Cos. 'Tis no midni^t thief. 

No hired assassin, no poor petty villain;— 
This is a fnU, as of the morning star, 
A death such as the first great slayer saw 
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WLen Abel lay at his feet,— but ITl have jostice I 
There be hearts here will oraok, old valiant hearts. 
When, tbey aball bear this tale, — bat I'll have joatice ! 

Dose. Qo some ooe oall Qie guard. [Srii £rizzo. 

Nome the asaaasin, 

Cos. Havelnot? Wlither doth he fly ! 

Fos. Camilla! 

Mj poor Camilla! 

Coa. Thine ! Aitd the earth hean him 

And opens not her womb! The heavens hear 
And laudi no thnnderbohs ! This work is mine. 
Hold firm m; heart. — Cousin! Erizzol 

Snier Eri2Z0 and Guard. 

Ebiz. Seize 

Francesco Poacari. Nay, stand not thus. 
Gazing on one another. Seize bim. Doge, 
He is the mnideier. 

DooB. Awaj with thee. 

Traitor and alanderer ! He ia my son — 
Stir nota man of ye ! — My son, the idol 
Of city and of camp. His life bath been 
One blaze of honour. Come to mj old arms, — 
Speak uot a word — thj name ia pledge enough, 
Uy son! 

Ekh. Te knoT your duty. Seize him, soldiers. 

Fos. Approach me at jour periL Enow jon not 
This Tcry morning bow yon serpent lay 
Under my heel onbruised, a thing of scorn ? 
Look not upon us, lords, with doubting eyea. 
Ye dare not doubt me — eceu to deny 
Is in some sort a etain !— My shield is bright. 
Te force me to these vannte I I conld not think 



jNGoogle 



[act in. 



Keiz. Beu hence the mQiderer. [yitide.'] Ftdsies wither 
The cowardlj arm and plotting brain that feared 
To strike him dead at once I IJloud.'} Seize him, I «a;. 

Poa. Nov he that d&rea ! 

Ckis. Francesco roscari, 

I do arrest thee foi this mmder. 

Fos. Thou! 

Come forth into the li^ ! Off with those plnmes ! 
Look at me 1 Is this Cosmo ? Hath some fiend 
Put on that shape ? Speak to me ! 

Cos. Mniderer 1 

Fo9. To-day he called me brother ! — ^Deal with me 
Even as ye will. 

Ebii. Look to him, soldiets, well, 

That he escape not. 

Fos. Sir, the foscari 

Snow not what that word means. I wait yonr pleaaore. 

Cos. Doge ! Dcth lie heat mef Once I could have wept 
For such a grief, for him ; now I am steeled 
By mercilcM misery, made pitiless 
By one that hath no pity. Look 1 he standa 
With such a calm of virtoe on his hrow. 
As if he woold oatface the all-seeing God 
With that proud seeming. Foscari, the dead 
Shall ery alond in heaven, and I on earth 
TiH TOngeance overtake thee. Doge of Venice, 
I call on thee for justice on thy son. 

Fos. Father I — Oh. start not! — I am innocent. 
Hear that, and breathe again. Sir, I commit 
My life, my honour, the unsollied name 
Of my great ancestors, of him the greatest^ 
'M.J living father— even his name I trust 
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To mj JQBt cause, and Die just l&ws of Venice. ' 
I am TOOT prisoner. 

[Sxenni Foscaai; guarded, Ebjzzo, and CcMKO. 

Zemo. D<^ ! 

Doge. Those lights ! Those lights < 

Thej pieni« my e^e-balls, dart into mjr bntin ! 
If there be anj pity left i' the world. 
Moke me t, dai^esa nod a silence, Zeno, 
That I m^ pny. 

Zbho. Lead to his chamber. Sin. {Exeunt. 



XND OF ACT m. 
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ACTIV. 

SCENE I. 

A EaU of Jiutux. 

Enter CoBUO, Ebizzo, Senaiort, and Officer). 

Ebiz. li ftU prepared for trial F 

OwicBB. AIL The Doge 

Approaohes. 

Sbh. Will the D(^ predde? 

Snii Ssh. He comes. 

Htnr different bom his step of yesterda; ! 
Hov homed, jet how sIot ! 

Enter Doai and ConNT Zbno. 

Zeno. Let me assist 

Your Highness. 

DooB. No. 

2^110, Hia rohes encmnber him ; 

Support them. 

DooB. Whj will jou tonoent me, sir, 

With this officious care F These flowers are naught. 
Go bring me pungent herbs, hjsaop and roe 
And rosemaiy; odours that keep in sense— 
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I hare foigot m; Ltutdkerchief. 

Zeko. Take this. 

DoG£. I am an old man newly stxmg with grief — 
ThoQ haat forgiren me, Zeno P Are je ready ? 
Where is the accuser f 

Eeiz. May it please your Highness 

Call forth the prisoner. 

EiUer FoscASi, guided. 

Cos. Oh, not thou, good Doge ; 

SpaiB those white hairs ! 

Does. Dare not to pity me ! 

Sir, those Vhite hairs are lichens on a rock. 
I tell ye, sirs, since yesternight my blood 
Is dried up in mj reins, my heart is tamed 
To stone ; but I am Doge of Venice still 
And know mj ofEce, Pear me not. " rranoeaoo ! 
Francesco Foscari — Sir, is he there ? 
My eyes are old and dim. 

Fos. I am here, fether ! 

Doge ! I am here. 

BoGE. Francesco Foscari, 

Thou art arraigned for the foul midnight mordBr 
Of the senator Douato. Art thou innocent ? 
OrgniltyP 

Fos. Canst thou ask P The fresh-bom babe 
That knows not yet the guiltiness of thought. 
Is not &om such crime whiter. 

DoQB. Gracious Heaven 

I thank thee ! Now the weight is off my soul. 
I sinned in my black fear. Where's the accuser? 
Let him stand forth. Cosmo— Signor Donato, 
Speak. 

Emz. Look with how calm and prond a mien 
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The murderer stands, wUlat the poor son conceals 

His face against the wall. 
DoQE. Speak, pr'jthee, speak. 

Cos. Alas ! alas 1 I cannot. We were friends 

Efen From earliest childhood. I loved him — 

Oh, how I loTed him ! A;, and he bved me. 

With a protecting love, the firmest love ; 

For strooger, bolder, hardier, he to me 

Was as an elder brother. And his home 

Was mine, and mine was his — Oh, he has sate 

A hondred times on that dear other's knee. 

His little head nestling against that breast^ 

Where now — Ob, Foscari, hadst thou slain me. 

My lost word had heen pardon 1 But m; father. 

And with a steadfast and nnaltering cheek 

To listen- 
Fas. Cosmo 1 I am innocent. 

Yet, Heaven knows, I grieve — 
Cos. Camilla's father^ 

Poor, poor Camilla! 

Ebiz. (Atide.) Ah, thon hast it now \ 

'Tis a fair woman's soft and liquid name 

That stings thy sonl 1 Good, good. — Ho ! Officer ! 

[Apart to an Officer, giving Aim apapvr- 

Deliver that and bring the witness hither. 

Look than take bo excuse. [_Exit Officer. 

DoO£. Signer Donato, 

I pray yon check these pardonable tears. 

Were this a place for passion, what's thy grief 

Measured vrith mine ? The death of all thy name 

To this sospense, this agony, this shame. 

That eats away the soul f What is thy grief- 
Master thyself, I say. Francesco Fosc&ri 

Stands there to answer to thy chai^ of moider : 
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Produce thy proofs. 

Emz. Bring in the corse. Mj lord. 

And ;e, the equal judges, spare the son 
Tbia miserable duty. I can tell, 
For I b J chance vas there, this tale of blood 
And mystery. The late onhappj fend 
Is knovn to aU. Returning from St. Uark'B 
With my young kinsman in his gondola — 
For I had misaed of mine — we landed close 
To the Donato Pslace, as the bell 
"Was tolling midui^t. 'Twas an awful storm; 
But by the flashing lightning we saw one 
Leap from the balcony — a cavalier 
Splendid in dress and air. The Hghtning glared 
Foil on his face and habit, onconcealed 
By hat or cloak, and instantly we knew 
Francesco Foseari. 

Zeko. Art sure of that ? 

Cos. Oh, sure ! Too sure ! 

Fbiz. He passed so dose. Count Zeno, 

That my cloak brushed his rest ; but sprang aside. 
As he had met an adder, and leaped down 
Into a waiting gondola. I call'd. 
But Foaoaii answered not ; and Cosmo spake. 
Betwixt a sigh and smile, of fair OsmiUS) 
Of their long loves, and of the morning's ire. 
And how he hoped this dark and sadden clood 
Wonld speedily pass away. Eren as he spakc^ 
Whilst loitering on the steps, we heard a shriek 
Within the house, so piercing, so prolonged. 
So bom of bitter anguish — to this honr 
That shriek is rii^ing in mine ears ! And when. 
With trembling hearts and foiling limbs, we scaled 
The stairs, we saw Donato bathed in blood, 
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And poor Camilla lying oil Lis breast, 

Her tLnoa atnuned romid his neck, as if she tried 

To keep in his dear life. [Tit eorte brotyhl in. 

The bloody witneaa 
Of this fool deed is here. 

Fos. Poor, good old man ! 

This is a grierotis ai^t. 

Boob. Oh ! vonld to Heaven 

That 1 so lay, and so — I pray thee, on. 
Where are thy proofs f 

Ebiz. They shall come soon enough 

Donato, rtmse thee ! Look upon those wonnda ! 
Think on the honoured dead ! 

Cos. I dare not think. 

For thought is frenzy. Lords ! the Connt Erizzo 
Hath told ye how we found the corse. This sword. 
The well-kuown sword of Foacari, was plunged 
Deep in his gory breast ; beside him lay 
This hat and cloak, the splendid soldier's garb 
Of Foscari ; no man had approached the houae 
Save only Foscari ; and his last word. 
Mingled with cries of murder and of help. 
Was " Foscari." Is that sword thine ? Diaown it. 
And, against oath and proof and circumstance. 
Thy word — thy naked word — Disown that sword, 
And give me hack the Uesaed faith that trusts 
In man my feUow ! Look upon it well, 

Fos. Tis mine. 

Cos. He's gnUty. "Twas the last faint hope 
On this side Heaven. 

DoQB. Cosmo 1 It is not his — 

He knows not what he says — Give me the sword. 

Fos. 'Esmine; that which lay sheathed in victory 
Before ye yesterday ; that which I bore 
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Triumphing through the battle. What a blare 

Streamed from the Bpukling steel — bow bright, how pure. 

How gloriouB, how like the light of Fame — 

A wild and rJy.^Hng fire I Both, both are quenched. 

The sword is mine ; but of this foulest deed 

I am as ignorant as the senseless blade. 

ZxNO. Who beard Donato call on Poscari P 

"Ebjz. Doge, thon hast asked for proo&, for witnesses ; 
I have one here. Officer, bast thon brought 
The lady? 

OwncsiL She attends. 

Ebiz. Go, lead her in. llktt Qguter. 

Cos. What lad; F Sure thoa canst not mean — 

Enter Ctficer, leading Caiolu. 

Fob. Camilla I 

Coa. She walks as in a heavj dream ; her senses 
Are stupified b; aorrow. Count Erizzo, 
Wb; didst tbou send for her F Whj bring ber here F- 
Had we not breaking hearts enow before 
intbout po<)r, poor Camilla P 

Eeiz. She alone. 

Heard his last dying words. Iiady Camilla ! 

Cos. She neither sees nor hears ; she la herself 
A moring corse. 

Ebiz. Camilla I Speak to her. 

Cos. Bister ! Heaven shield ber senses ! Sbe is deaf 
Even to mj Toice. Dear sistsr ! 

Ebiz. Lead ber towards 

The body. So 1 she sees it. 

CiiL. Father! Father! 

Havs I found tbee, dear father F Let me ait 
Here at thy feet, and lean my aching head 
Againat thy knee — Ob, bow it throbs ! — and buty 
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M; face within thy cloak. Wiai aila me, fatiier. 
That my heart flutters so I Feel here — He's cold ! 
He's dead I He'adead! 

Ebiz. Camilla! 

Cam. Whoartthott? 

Wliere am I F Wherefore have jre dragged me forth 
Into the glare of daj — Oh, cruel ! cruel I — 
Amongst strange men ? Where am I P Foscari ! Now 
I have a comforter. Have the; not told thee 
That I am fathertcBS F Bost vreep for me P 
For me P 

Ebiz. Leave him; he ia a moiderer. 
Thj father'a moiderer I 

Gak. Who dared aaj that f 

Tianoeaco, speak to me ! 

Eriz. Pollute her not ! 

Touch not her garments I Fly his very sight — 
He slew th; father. 

Cut. Ha! Again ! Agiun! 

Cosmo, this man is biiae. Is be not, Cosmo f 
Is he not all one iabehood P Answer me. 
I will kneel to thee, Cosmo, for a word, 
A sign. Press but my hand. He lets it M ! 

Cm. Sister — I cannot tell her. 

Esiz. Thon thyself 

Art witness to his crime. 

Cau. I never knew 

Aught of him bat his virtues. 

Ebiz. Noble lady. 

Thou art before the assembled power of Venice, 
Before thy father's corse, before high Heaven — 
Answer me truly, lady — Didst thon hear 
Thy mnrdered Either call on Foscari P 

Cam. Ah! he is in 
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£kie. Didst tlum not hear 
FoMtari'a name mixed with his djing shriek ? 

Cam. He's innocent 1 Oh, I would stake in? life 
On FoBcari'a innocence. 

DofiB. Beloved child I 

Cam. Ahl Art thou thcief Belease himt Set him 
free! 
Thou art the Doge, the mighty Doge of Venice, 
Thou last the power to free him. Save him now 
From m; hard kinsman ! Save him ! I remember, 
Wlien I was but a little child, I craved 
mie grace of a poor galley-slaTC, and thon 
Didst pardon him and set him &ee as air ;— 
Wilt tbon not save 1^ j son, and such a son, 
Who ia as clear of this foul sin as thou F 
Cosmo, kneel vith me ! 

Cos. J have knelt for justice ; 

And now agaiit— 

Cam. Formeroj! mercy! 

Ebiz. Answer ! 

Demand her answer. Doge. She ia a witness. 
Command her bj thj power ; thou art the Judge. 

DoQB. I am, I am. le should have Dukes of atone. 
Sot this is flesh. Camilla, I am not 
A King, who veara &ir mercy on the cross 
Uf hisbrif^t diadem; I have no power 
Save as the whetted ase to strike and sky, 
A will-less instrument of the iron kw 
Of Yenice. Daughter — Thou that shouldst have been 
My daughter, we are martyrs at the atake. 
And most endnre. Shall we not copy him. 
Who atauds there with so biave a constancy. 
Patient, nnfalteiing t Let us choose the right, 
And leave the event to Heaven. Speak, my dear child. 
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Cah. HeaveiL guide me then! Lords, I am beie an 
orpbim, 
Tlie orphan of one daj.— Bot jeatemiglit— 
Oh ! did ye ever Bee a father dieF 

Goe. Calm thef^ mj aister. 

CiJL And ye drag me hither — 

Ye call me to bear witness — me, a woman ; 
A wretched, helpless woman !— Against him. 
Whom — ye are meccileas — je have no tench. 
Of pity or of manhood ! Do jonr wont ; 
I will not answer je. 

Pes. Oh, woman*! love. 

Pore nnrse of kind and charitable thou^ls. 
Wiser than wisdom, instinct of the sool. 
How do I bless thee, holiest lore ! Camilla, 
My brave and tme Camilla, thou hast dropt 
Balm in the festering woond. Yet answer them. 
I cannot fear the troth. Ask her once more. 

Ebiz. Were not the last words that Donato spake 
Poscari and murder ? 

Cam. Yes. 

Esiz. Take her away ; 

She hath confeaaed enongL 

Cak. Oh no ! no ! no ! 

Poscari is guiltless ! Hear me ! — He is goiltless ! 

Doge. Canst thoo. prove thatf Thy aweet face always 
brought 
A comfort. Prove but that. 

Ebiz. {Aside.) All corses on 

The coward Celso ! He'll escape me yet. 
{Jioud.) The &cts F The proofs F The witnesses F 

Cam. TTJH life ; 

My heart, my bursting heart. If I bad seen 
With these poor eyes that horror — had seen him 
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stabbing— Oh, tlion^ts like these may make me maii. 
But EkU the [Kiwen of earth'and liell can nerer 
Shake m; true Eaith ! roscari ! I wiU shaie 
Thy fate, irill die with thee, will be thy bride 
Eren in that &tal hour, and pass away 
With thee to Heaven— So ! to 1 

Fo8- She sinks ; she kitiIth ; 

Her strength ia ovetwrouj^ Oh, die not yet 
Tm I may die with thee ! Awake, rerire, 
My plighted love ! The bridal hour will soon 
Unite OB, my Camilla. Help ! she faints. 

Ebiz. Fold her not thus vithin thy arms ! Besign her ! 

Foa. Tothee! While still this arm bath duutow in it ! 
To thee ! Cosmo— thou— thoo— Be tender of her. 
Be vetj tender — ^tis a broken flower — 
And patdon her her love. Take her. The pain 
Of death is over now. Proceed, my lords. 

Zeso. Let me support her, Cosmo. Thoa dost staler 
Under her slender form. 

Cos. He apoke to me. 

He gazed on me — I felt the long sad look 
Dwell on my face — he, at whose crime my sonl 
Shudders, he spake— and I-^nen woohl have thought 
I was the guilty one ! He bade me love 
This dearest, wretchedeat. Tell him— No ! no 1 
Not even a last word. 

iExeimi Ccmmy and Ztmo mti CaJOLL^. 

Gbiz. This k^less maid 

Hath owned eoongK Foscari, wilt Uiou confess 
nemnrdetP 

Fog. I am innocent. 

Ebie. Confess; 

Or we must force confession. To the rack ! 

DoO£. Never whilst I have life 1 Am I not still 
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The Doge of Yenice ? Rattier stretch these stiff 
And vitheied Hmbs upon thj engines, Connt I 
Bather erack these old joints ! I thought tliat I 
Was steeled against all strokes — but tliis — 

EuE. Theraok! 

Fob. Bethink thee of the Roman fothers, D<^;e, 
Of Brotua and of Uanlioa ; th; son 
Will not disgrace thee. Come, the rack, the nek 1 
I Till front pain as a brave enemy, 
And rn^ to tlie enconnter. What is the sense 
Of bodilj agon; to that which I 
Endnre even now? Disgrace, anspicion, soom. 
Hatred and hanght; pity, and that last 
Worst pang — her love^ her miseiy. Theae are tortures 1 
Let me have something that a warrior's soul 
Uay strive agunst and conquer. Come, the rack ! 

DoGB. Never. 

Eaiz. I mnst not hear thee. Doge. The qnestion ! 

He-enter Cosuo and Zemo. 

Cos. Stop, on you Uvea ! Forbear this cruelty ! 
This cowardly craeltj 1 He will endure— 
He will call up tlie courage of the field 
And die before be groans. TTin eye surveys 
That engine steadily, whose very sig^t 
Makes my flesh creep. Remove it. Oh, to see 
That butdiery — and tbe old man — the poor old man ! 
Remove it. 

Eek. WelL Proceed we then to sentence. 

Zbho. First listen to the prisoner. Foscari 1 speak. 

Sek. les ; let us hear his tale. Defend thyself. 

Fob. To ye who doubt 1 To ye who disbelieve ! 
Sir, t^ere are spirits that can never stoop 
To falsehood ; not for wealth, or power, or fame. 
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Or life, or dearer love. Oh, were ye cast 
In the old chiTalTons mould, pure diamond souls 
On whicb. tlie'dim pollnting touch of donbt 
Rests not a breathing time I Were je bnUt np 
Of honour — Bat to je — Why shonld I speak 
When I have nothiog bnt my knightly irord 
To prove me innocent ? 

Ebiz. Yon are veil paid 

By this contempt, Count Zeno. Now to judgment. 

ITAe DoGB, Zeno, Ebjzzo, and the Senaior) retire to the 
back of the stage, leaving Cosuo tatd FosCABI in the 

fiOHt.'] 

Fos. Father I He paasea on and doth not speak ; 
He cannot ; he has no words, uothmg bat tears. 
Oh, what must the grief be that forces tears 
From Us prond heart — Lis prond and hnrsting heart ! 
The flame of youth bamt in him yesterday 
At fourscore years ; to-day hath made him old. 
What groan was that F What other wretch ? Donato ! 
Cosmo I Wilt thon not answer P 

Cos. Oh, that voice 

Which was such perfect moaic, — which seemed made 
For troth and thought, £t organ, how it jars 
Mj very soul! What wouldst thou? 

Fos. I would thank thee 

That thoa haat spared one pang to a btave heart. 
That rack — To have seen me stretched there, to direct 
!E!ach fresh progressiTe torture — He had died 
.Before our eyes ! I thank thee, air. No more. 
Unless a dying man, for I am sentenced — 
Look how he sinks his head upon his clenched 
And witiiered hands ! I am condemned, and we 
Shall meet no more. Thou wilt not join the hi 
To sec the aie fan on mj neck, nor follow 



jNGoogle 



142 soscAKi. [act IV. 

The ^ontiiig multitude, who yesterday 
Hoil'd me a god, and, with like ahoutii, to-morrow 
Wai drag me to the block. We meet no more ; 
And as a djing man I fain woold put 
In charily. We were friends, Cosmo— 

Coa. Friends ! 

I ainned in listening ; but whilst he spake 
A world of kindly thooghta, a gosh of the deep 
Old passionate love came o'er my heart— Porgive me 
Oh, Ueaaed shade ! I^nds ( Why thy crime were common 
Wanting that Humning dye — a simple murder ! 
What though of one kind, noble, generous. 
Whose princely spirit scattered happiness 
As the sun light — a sin^e sin 1 But 'twas 
My father, mine — arenging angel, hear! — 
Mine, that so loyed thee — 

Fo3. That, at the first glance 

Of wild suspicion, the first crafty word 
Of treacherous hate, doubted, accnaed, condemned — 
Chasing through ahameful trial to shameful death — 
Yet daring to call down the wrath of God 
On a falae friend I Oh, cnnnisg self-deceit ! 
Oh, wondrous cheat of blind mortality ! 
Thos doth the Eyil Spirit cast abont 
To win a soul from heaven. They come. Th^ come. 
Now gentle death. 

ITie GoOE, Ebizzo, Zeso, and Seitatort advana. 
Speak! I can better bear 
Thy words than that long gaze of agony. 
I am prepared. 

Boez. Oh, why did I resume' 

This bonnet, which thy filial hand had plucked 
From my old brow, this fatal coronet, 
Fredoomed to fall, that scorches me like fire — 



jNGoogle 



SCEHE I.] POSCAM. 145 

Stings me like twiated serpents I Would I were 

A mtked slaTe, chused to his we&rj oar, 

A woTta that tiAth no sense but sufferance. 

An; thing vilest and most miserable, 

Batliei than Dc^ of Venice I I nmst plunge 

A dagger in tl^ breaat. Francesco Foacari, 

The cotmoii doth pronounce thee guillj. 

Fos. Ha 1 

Ebiz, It works. It works. 

DoGB, Thou aaidst thou wast prepared. 

Foa. Ay — bat the word ! The first sound of the word '. 

Dooz. The council doth condenm— 

Fos. All, father f All? 

DooB. No ; there were two — Count Zeno could not join 
Gnillj and Foseari ; aoid I — my son. 
Thou conldst not do this deed I 

Fob. Thank Heaven ! Thank Heaven! 

Ekiz. The sentence. Doge ! 

Fos. Tea, father. The one pang, 

The worse than death, — the infamy is past. 
The dogger's in my breast ; now drive it home. 
And with a merciful speed. 

Ebjz. Sir, thoD wilt find 

Justice hath bowed to mercy. 

Cos.- Dog^ the sentence! 

BOGB. The penalty is death. But for thy rank, 
Tbj services and mine, it is exchanged 
For banishment to Candia. Thou must live 
In Canea, an exile, till thy days 
Be ended, my dear son, 

Fos. Live ! Oive me death ! 

Te that give infamy, and dare to talk 
Of mercy, give me death, painfollest death. 
And I will thank ye,— bless ye ! Give me death ! 
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Ye cannot give me life. Sooner the bay. 

That irreathefi the warrior's brows shall spread and floori^ 

In a dark mine, shot np from son and air. 

Than I can live without a proad respect, 

A white nnblemish'd name, the li^t and breath 

Of hononr. Death, I aaj ! — a murderer's death ! 

Te dare not change the laws. 

Cos. Live, and repent. 

Po8. Cosmo, if e'er jou loyed me, call on them 
Por jnatice — bloody justice ! Doge of Venice, 
Maintain the insulted kws ! Send me to death, — 
To instant death ! Oh, father, free thy son 
From this dread load of misery ! Wouidst thou see 
Thy only child shunned aa a leper, father ? 
Sent out into the world a second Cain F 
Oh, give me death ! death ! death I 

Doea, I knew that life 

Would be a lingering agony ; and yet 
To kill thee — my dear son ! Oh, prophecy 
Accurst, I feel thee now 1 

Ebi£. Bemove the prisoner. 

What ! doth he struggle P 

Doge. Touch him not, rile slaves 

Fos. A moment pause, and ye may lead me hence 
Tame as a fondled kid. Ye Senators, 
Ye kings of Venice, I appeal ftom jon 
To the Supreme Tribnnol. 

Ekiz. To thy father f; 

Fos. To TTiTn that is in heaven. Ye are men. 
Frail, erring, ignorant men, guided or driven 
By every warring passion : some by love 
Of the beloved Donato ; some by hate 
Of the high Foscari ; by envy some ; 
Many by feat ; and one by low ambition. 
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This ye call justice, brds 1 But I ^ipeal 

To the All-righteoQB Judge of eaiHi and heaven. 

Before whose throne condenmerB and oondemned 

All shall ataud equal, at whose feet I swear, 

Sj what mj aool holds saored, b; the spnra 

Of knighthood, h; the Ghriatian's holier Cross, 

And by that old man's white and reverend locks, 

That I am innocent. Te, who diabelieTC, 

And ye who doubt, and ye, the grovelling few. 

Believing who condemn, I shower on all 

Contempt and pardon. Now, guards, to the prison. 

Zeho, Look to the Doge. 

Fos. _ Zeno, when I an gone, 

Thon wilt be kbd to hini f 

Zeno. Even as a son ! 

Even as thyself. 

Fob. Thon trnest friend farewell I 

Zbno. Look to the Doge. 



END O? ACT IT. 
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ACTT. 

SCENE I, 

Afi Jfortmeiit in tie Donate Palaee. 

CosKO and Ebizjeo. 

Cos. Gone to the prison I No ! mj Lord Erizzo. 
I know CamiUa. 

Ebiz. Well — I migtit mistake. 

Gob. Straight from her father's bier, where all night bng 
She wateh'd and wept, to seek — Go, thon art wrong ! 
Thou art wrong. 

Emz. Think no more at it. Doth the Senate 

Meet to-daj f 

Cos. Was she veil'd F 

Ewz. WhoF 

Cos. Whom thon saw'st. 

She — not my sister ! — Was she veil'dp 

Ebiz. She was. 

Cos. How eonldst thon know her F 

Ebiz. By the pliant grace 

Of the young form, the goddess step, the chann 
Of motion. With snch port the qneenly swan 
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Glides o'er the waten. Dost tliou not remembei 
When foscari once — 

Cos. Avoid tlutt name. Aroid it. 

Ebiz. She's here. 

Snter Cauilia. 

Cos. And veil'd ! Whence coma't thou sister F Speak, 
Wlif bast thou bome those teara and that wan &ce 
Abroad amongst tbe happj ? Wbeuoe com'st thou ? 

Cah. From one whose heart drops blood for this great 
grief. 

Cos. Whence P 

Cak. From St. Mark's. 

Cos. TheDoge! The poor old I><^ I 

Efiiz. The Doge I It was not bj the Docal cbamhers 
That I this morning saw — 

Cau. If; Lord Erizzo, 

I seek not to deceive ye. I have seen 
The Doge. Bnt 'twas another wretcheder 
Of whom I spak^ — one who hath long to live. 
I come from where beneath tbe leaden roofs 
foscan lies. 

Cos. And she can speak that name 
Sighingly, fondly ! She can cast aside 
Even maiden modesty ! 'Eotff.vt me, friend, 
That, tmsting her, I doubted thee. Approach not ] 
Thoa art contaminate. 

Cam. He's innocent ! 

Tnm not away, shftke me not off, as thongh 
I wero some baUiM reptile. Cosmo 1 Brother ! 
We two are left abne in the wide world. 
And I that sate npon that rainbow throne 
Of happiness, I am fallen, bUen. 

Cos. What wonldst thou? 
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How ma; I comfort thee F Sweet gentte soul, 
Her tean are da^era. Speak. 

Caic. And thou wilt listen F 

Coa. Patjent as infancy. 

Cam. He goes to-night ; 

And I — naj, start not. 

Cos. What of thee P 

Cam. And I— 

We were betroth'd; he goes a sentenc'd wietcb — 
Bat innocent, most iimooeui ! He goes 
To acorn, to exile, and to miserj. 
And I— I came to say farewell to thee, 
Mj brother— I go with him. 

Cos. H»! 

Exiz. She raves. 

Look how she trembles ; she is overwatdied ; 
Thb is a frenzy. 

Cam. Sir, I am not mad; 

I'm a Donato bom, and dr^ik in courage 
Even with my mother's milk. What if I shake ! 
Within this trembling frame thne is a heart 
As firm as thine. Speak to mc ere we part, 
Mj brother ! Speak to mc, whateyer words. 
However bitter ! Anything but silence. 
Gold withering silence I 

Cos. Sister! 

Cam. Bless thee, bless the^ 

For that kind word ! 

Cos. My sister, sit thee down — 

Miser; bath brought her to this pass. — CaraiUa, 
We had a father om« : — he's alain. Wonldst thou 
Join this white hami, which he so loVd to mould 
Within his own, the soft and dimpled hand. 
With one— 
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Caic Oh, pore as Uiine 1 Believe it, Cosmo ; 
Fore as tiiine oim I 

Cos. We have no father now. 

And we should bve each other. Stay with me. 
I am no tjrant-brother : I'll not force 
Thy bhwming beauty to some old man'ii bed 
For high alliance ; I'll not plonge thy yonUi 
Into that living tomb where the cold nan. 
Chants daily requiems, that thy dower may swell 
Uy coffers ; I bat ask of thee to stay 
With me in thy dear Tenioe, thy dear home. 
Thy mistress, mine. Fll be to thee, Camilla 
A fether, brother, lover. Stay with me. 
I will be very kind t« thee. 

Cam. Oh, cmel ! 

Thia kindness is the taok. 

Cos. I wonld bat save thee 

Erom exile, pennry, shame — 

Cak. He said so. 

Cos. He ! 

Cak. Ay, he nig'd all that thoa canst sa; against 
Himself and me in vain. My heart is firm. 
I go. Bat love me stOl, oh, love me still. 
My brother! 

Cos. Listen. 

Cak. He said all. 

Cos. Camilla! 

I'd save thee from a crime, a damning crime — 
Did he say that t From sooh a parricide, 
Snch nnimagin'd sin — I tell thee, girl. 
The Soman harlot^ she the inbmons 
That crash'd her father with her chariot wheels. 
Shell be forgotten in thy monstiona gnilt. 
Whitened by thy black shame. 
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Cak. Oh, father, &tiiet', 

I ckU upon thee 1 Loot on me from heaVn, 
Search my whole soul — ''tis white. Oh, when some tale 
Of woman's trath hronght tears into my eyes, 
Uow often hath he said — Be thon, too, faithfnl 
Inwealorwoe! Andnow — farewell! brewell! 
Cosmo, my heart is breaking — Say Euewell, 
Only farewell 1 

Cos. Stay with me. 

Cam. No. 

Cos. Then go. 

Outcast of earth and heaven, of God and man ! 
Abandon'd, spom'd, abhorr'd, accorst 1 Go forth 
A mnrderer's bride — worse I worse ! What impious priest 
WiU dare profane the holy words that join 
The pure of heart and hand for ye, for ye. 
The parricides — Oh, that she had hut died 
Innocent in her childhood ! 

Cak. One day, brother, 

Thou'it grieve for this. Now bless l^ee ! \_Eml Cakilla. 

Cos. Stay ! 

Eaiz. She's gone. 

Cos. Why, let her go, foul stain upon our honse ! 
She was his dangMer atill, and yesterday 
An Bjigel ! And he lored her and she him 
With such a dotage ! Twas a sight to see 
How ere the pretty babe could speak its will. 
The chabby hands woold cling and fix themsdves 
Bound its dear father's neok. Mother, or nnrse, 
Or I, the elder child that played with her 
fnll half ihe day, were nothing if she caught 
One glimpse of that dear father. 

Ekiz. Now she'll hang 

Acoimd his murderer's neck. 
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Cos. Bo ye all target 

ThfttPm her brother Ho, CtuuiUal 

Ebie. 'TwiUbfl 

A tnumpli 'mid their ^unc to tjiesc nuapzond 
Bertogefol Foscaii to bear off thna 
Hie gloi7 of joni luMue. 

Cos. ill reeone her. 

Whexeisehe? IsshegoDeF What ho, CNnilla ! 
m follow her to the uLd of the earth. THiii laws 
Give me a bthei's power. 111 asn hei jet. 
Camilla ! Ho, Camilla 1 

Esiz. Ton most seek hei 

'With him. The time drawB near. [CosHO n 

Nov, Foscari, 
I hare thee at mj test. 



SCENE IL 



I>OG£, Foscisj, Ouardt. 
Fos. Heie then we part. [Riose Qoardft— send them 

Let them not listen to the last faint word, 

Not gaze on the last lingering look. WI^, doobf at than ? 

Fear me not — Fll be a tme prisoner; 

I am a Foscari still, bound bj <me chain, 

Hononr. Send them awaj. 

DoQX. Leave ns. \SxevU Qoabhs. 

Fob. Ay, now 

Uy Bonl ia free again. That talleat slave 
Stood braahing 'gainst my vest — he with the hard 
Cold stony eyes—and I— let not that man 
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Go with me. 

Docs. He shall not. 

Fos. How am I waste 

A word on Boch a reptile ! I'd a world 
Of sad and lovmg things to say to thee, 
Bnt there's a weight jnst here — Oh, father ! father ! 
I thought to have been a comfort to tiij age. 
Bat I was bom tn spread a desolation 
Od all I love. 

DoGB. I would not change my son. 
Banished althoogh he be, with the proudest aire 
In Christendom. - Bnt we must part. These men 
Are merciless, 

Fos- Implore no grace of them. 

And yet to leave this brave and tender heart 
To wither in its princely soUtode, 
Friendless, companionleBS. 

Dose. Age hath one Mend, 

' One snre friend — Death. 

Fos. Oh, I shall not be by 

To dose thine eyes or kneel beside tby conoh. 
Or gather from thy lips the last fond sound 
Of blessing or of pardon. Bless mo now. 
Farting is dying. 

DooE. Bless thee, my dear son. 

EitierCkSnjLA.. 
Camilkl 

Fos. Bless her too. She is thy daughter ; 
She goes with me to exile. 

D08B. She is blest 

In her high oonatanpy. Beloved child, 
lliy virtuons love hath softened the sharp pang 
Of this dread hoor. 
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Caic Father ! Hy odI; fattier 1 

Foscori, the bad awaits ns. 

Fos. What, alreadj F 

Cak. A]1 is prqiared. 

DoGX. I should have told thee so ; 

But when I wonld have said, Go I go ! mj toflgue 
ClaTC to mj montli. 

Fos. Already I Write to me 

Often, la that foAidden ? Yet the Doge 
iSty ask mj Candiote jailer if hia prisoner 
Be strietlj kept. Then I shall sometimea see, 
Foi aurel; he will show it me, thj' oame, 
Th; writiiig, something thoa hast touched- 'Twill be 
A comfort. 

Doge. I will write to thee. 

Foe. And think 

Of me when the pale moon lets fall her cold 
And patient light upon the Adrian wave 
That sighs and trembles. Tbisik. of me then. 

DoGK. Always. 

B; sun, or moon, or star ; in the bright daj. 
In the night's daAoess, bat one single thought 
Will dwell in my old heart — Mj banished son. 

Cak. Alas ! Francesco, whj wilt thon prolong 
"Baa useless agony F 

Fo8. He hath sot said 

Farewell. One last embrace, one blessing more — 
The last! 

Cak. What step is that? 

3iier Zbbo. 
Zhko. I crave your pardon ; 

Bat I most pray the Doge to come with 
Straight to the Senate. 'Tis an earnest 
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I do beseech your Highness. Leave him, Fosoari ! 

Chug not together as your very souls 

Were interlaced. The Senate, Doge, demands thee. 

Fos. The Senate ! What ! hath he another ma 
To try, to torture, to condemn F Bath he 
Another hfart to break? Yet go. For once 
Their cruelty is mercy. Qo. 

DoGB. Whilst still 

' These eyes may gaze on thee lEre yonder clond 
Shall pass across the son, a dailcer cloud 
Will wrap me in its hlackneas ; then the Ulrone, 
The judgment-seat, the grave— no matter where 
The old man rests his bones ! One dim eclipse 
Will shadow all — bnt now — say to the Senate 
That at their bidding I am sending forth 
Mj aon to exile, 

Fos. Qa[ gol 

Zbho. Di^te, thy duty. 

Thy princely duty calls thee. 

Doge. To that word, 

Whicli was to me a god, have I not offered 
My child npon the altar F Is the sacrifice 
Still ijioompleteP Farewell! farewell! 

Zeko. Francesco, 

Embark not till ye hear Irom mc. — £Iy lord. 
This way. 

Doge. I pray yon pardon mc — I'm old — 
I'm very old. [Exeunt Doge aad Zeno. 

Cam. Nay, ait not shivering there 
Upon the gronnd. Hast thou no word for me. 



Fos. Is he gone f Quite gone ? For ever F 

Cah. Take comfort. 

Fos. Is he gone F I did not gay 
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Faieirell, nor God be with tbee ! When men part 
From c(Hnmon Mends for a slight summer voyage 
Tliey cry Heaven speed Uiee ! and I oonld not say 
farewell to my dear fotlier, nor call down 
One benison on that whit« reverend head 
Which I shall never see again. There breathes not 
A wretch so onrat as I. 

Cam. Foscari, the lips 

That I have kiAsed are cold. 

Fo8. Oh ! braised flower. 

Whose very woimds do shed an odoroiu balm ! 
Hy gentle comforter ! could I forget 
Tl^ misery 1 Fo^ve me. 

Cam. I have left 

His bier, his bloody bier. 

Foa. Ay, there it is ! 

Fortune, and friends, and home, to fly ^m them 
Were nothing ! — but she leaves the unburied corse 
Of her dead &ther, tlie dear privilege 
To sit and watch till the last honr, to strew 
His body wiUi sweet floivera like a bank in spring 
Making death heantiful, to follow him 
To his cold bed, and drop slow heavy tetun 
To the bell's knolling. She leaves grief t« go 
With me, whom the world calls — Oh, matchless bve. 
Life could not pay thee 1 Matchless, matohless love ! 

Cail He, that blest spirit, knows thy innocence : 
And I — I never doubted. 

Fos. Matchless love ! 

We'll never part, we'll live and die together. 
There is a comfort in the word. Camilla, 
Where are the goatda, the ship P My heart beats high 
At thy exceeding truth. We shall set forth 
As to a victory. 
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Enltr CoBHO a»d E&iezo, 

Cos. She'B here'. She'ahere! 

Move not a step. Dok not to atir. Camilla, 
Follow me. 

Fos. Wbo is he that dares obstruct 
The laaiulate of the Senate F I'm an exile 
Tr&TeUiug to banishment. All Venice knowa 
The piteons stoiy of the Doge's aoa 
Condemned by his own father, and of her 
His trae and faithful lore. Now leavens. Sir j 
Let ns depart in peace. 

Cos. Murderer I Ravisher I 

I seek my sister. 

Fos, She stands tJiere. Ask her 

Whom she will foUow. 

Cak. He knows well Francesco, 

The whole world shall not part us. 

Fos. Uine ! Mine own I 

My very own ! I've lost wealth, countiy, home. 
Fame, Mends, and fitther ; I have nothing left 
Save thee, my dear one; bnt with thee I'm rich. 
And great, and happy. Now let us go forth 
Into our banishment. Give me thy hand. 
My wife. 

Cos. Cuuilla, I command thee stay— 
The laws of Yenice give to me a power 
Absolute OS a father's. Loose her, Sir. 
Let go her hand. I warn ye part. They'll drive me 
Into a madness. If then be a man. 
Let's end this qoarrel bravely. 

Cut. Heed him not ! 

Fos. Calm thee ! He is thy brother. 

Cos. I dischtim her. 
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Pos. Tremhle not so ! I am utarmed, Camilla. 

Cos. Doat hold ber as a shield before thj breast ? 
Sost palter with me, coward ? 

Fos. IBreaitKffJhm C/MU.Lk.'] Off!— A sword! 
A Hword Eoir charity 1 

Cail Help! Help! The D(^! 

Tbe guard! Staj vith them! Fait them! Leave them 

Hold tbem aanndei. Count, sjid in my pra/era 

Thou shalt be sainted ! Help ! [Caxilu nuA«i oul. 

Foe. Give me a aword ! 

Cos. Ay, his or miae. I am so strongly armed 
In my most righteons caose, I would encounter 
A nmlM warrior with a willow wand. 

Ebiz. There is mj weapon. 

Fos. Why tbon wast my foe ! 

But this is euch a bounty as might shame 
The princely band of friendship. Not the blade 
C^ by a erownM Buke around my loins. 
An Emperor's gift, the day I won my spurs 
In the Suabian victory, not that knightly sword 
"Was welcomer than this. 

Cos. Foscari, come on ! 

Fos. I would thou wert a soldier ! 

Cos. Now. 

lThy_fyhf, and ToBCABi fail). 

Eriz. The Fates 

Work for me.— Ha I 

Cob. Erizzo! 

Eeiz. Is he dead P 

Cos. Alas ! Alas ! Lift ap his head. 

Cam. (Bikiitd the ieeae.J Here ! Here ! 

Canst tboa not hasten F 
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Enter Ca3ijlu. and the Does. 

(SiUmi^.) Poflcari ! He's slain ! 

Oh, bbodj, bloody brother ! Kill me too ! 
Be menriful 1 Help 1 

Cos. Doth he live? 

Cam. Away ! 

THy Lands are bloody ! — 3elp, Doge Foscari ! 
Help, fattier 1 — The oU man Btaoda stiffemng there 
Into a statue— Hell die first! Off! Offl 
Wonldst kill him o'er again ? He bleeds to death ! 
Father, it is thy blood. 

DooE. My son I My sou ! 

Who Lath done this ? 

Gak. He is not dead. Snpport him. 

See how his eje-Uds quiver. iFoscari ! 
'Tis I, thy wife ! 

Fos. Mine own ! 

Gob, Thanka, gracious Heaven ! 

Enter Txsa and Ouards. 

Zeno. Seize Connt Erizzo, Gnard. Have ye not Lei 
What spectacle ia this ? — Know ye not, Sira, 
That Poscari is goiltleaa, tLat tLe murderer 
la fbnnd? 

Fob. Hear that 1 I'm innocent ! Hear that ! 
The mnrderer ia fonnd I Nay, hold me not — 
I'm well— I'm strong. Father, there is no stain 
In the long line of Fosoari ! Camilla, 
My faitLftllest— 

DooG. He falls. 

Cam. There wanted thia 

To crown the brimming cnp of my despair. 
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We ahould liave been Uie happiest two, Fnncesco, 
Since the first paii in Faiadise — but lie 
That vas mj brothei>~ 

Cos. Peaoe. "Who slew Donato P 

Zeno. Ceko, bnbed bj Eiiizo to destto; 
Francesco Fosoari, by Donato cniBsed 
Slew him, and aided by the awotd and doak 
Bropped by Francesco, cast this deed of huror 
Oa the most innocent. 

Cos. Hath he confessed P 

Zbro. All. Seize Erizzo, bind him. 

Eeiz. There's no need. 

Hie work is done, veil done — Signor Donato, 
I thank thee still for that — and snch revenge 
la cheaply bought with life. 

Cos. Oh, damned viper t 

Ekiz. Ay 1 Do ye know me P Not a man <^ ye 
Bnt is ny tool or victim. I'm your master. 
This was my um when old Donato died. 
And, bat that CeUo dared not cope with Foscari 
And son^t to catch him in a sabtler springe, 
I had been now your Doge. And I am more. 
I am yonr master. Sirs. Look where he lies 
Hie towering Foscari, who yesterday 
Stood statelier than the mafble gods of Borne 
In theii proud beauty. Hearken ! It is mote. 
The tongae which darted words of fieij soocn. 
And cold contempt, and bitter psfdon — dared 
To hoil on me fierce patdon ! Ha ! he shivers ! 
His atont limbs writhe ! The insect that is bom 
And dies within an hoar wonld not change lives 
With Foscari. I am content. For thee 
I have a tenfold curse. Long be thy reign. 
Great Doge of Venice ! 
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DoOB. Ay, I ua the "Doge ; 

head him to instant death. [£nf Ebizeo gtarded. 

Mjson! 
OoB. 'TisI 

That am the only murderer of the earth — 
I that slew him. Bring racka and axes— 

DoGB. Live ! 

I pardon thee. He pardons thee. Live, CoBino ; 
It is thy Prince's last behest. I've heen 
Cerlong a crowned slave. Go ! dross to drosa. 

\Flingi»g off tie Ducal Bonnet. 
And bmise tjie atones of Venice 1 Tell the Senate 
There lies their diadem. Now I am free 1 
Now I may grieve and pity like a man ! 
■ May weep, and groan, and die ! My heart may burst 
Now 1 Start not, Zeno — Sidat thoa never hear 
Of a broken heart f Look there. 

Zeno. Hnsh ! He revives. 

Cam. HyFoscari! 

Joa- CamiUa ! Is't Camilla ? 

Is she not weeping ? ' What canst thoa weep now 
When honour is redeemed and a bright nwne ? 
Why there ahonld be no tear in all the world ; 
Qladneas ie come from Heaven. 

Caji. Death! Beath! 

Fos. This joy 

Is life. Who talked of death F I cannot die 
la sneh a happiness. I'm well. 

Zbno. He sinks ; 

Support him. 

Cos. Is he dead ? 

BoGB. Beloved son. 

How art thoo ? 

Foa. Strong at heart. What are those shapes 
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That hover round ns ? There ! Tliere ! There ! 

DoQK Th; friends. 

Fos. Frienda ! Hare they heard that I am innocent P 
That I'm no murderer ? That I do not shame 
My fiither'a glory F Let it be proclaimed — 
Tell Yenice— tell— iDU*. 

Zeho. He'6 gone. 

Cam. Mine ! Still mine own 1 

Bury me with him ! He ia mine. 
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JULIAN: 

A TEAGEDT. 

In Sibt acts. 
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The Story and Characters of the following Tragedy 
are altogether fictitioos. Annabel's cautions to silence 
in the first Scene, and the short dialogae between 
her and Jolian, after he awakens, will be recognised 
by the clasBical reader as borrowed from the fine 
opening of the Orestes of Enripides ; the incident of 
uncovering the body in the last Act is also taken 
from the Electra of Sophocles. Of any other in- 
tentional imitation, the Author is unconscious. 
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DBAUATI8 PERSON j;. 



Alfmo, JKv of SkUg, a bog. di»gumd « ^^^ ^^^ 

Tieodore ) 

Tie Date of Melfi, Unek to AlJbMO, °^\u^ Bennett 

Regent of tie Kingdom ) 

Julian, Mel/iSo* Mr. MaCTeadj. 

OmiU If Alba, a fovwful Noilema* Mr. Abbott. 

Falore \ /■Mr. Baker. 

Leanti \ Sicilian Mblet J Mr. Egerton. 

Cahi } \Mr, Chapman. 

Paolo, Jvliaa's Servant Mr. Ley. 

Bertone, Servant to Cotmt If Alba Mr. Comer, 

Benii, an old Banttman Mr. Mean. 

An AreiHiiop. 

Cobles, PrelaUt, Clfficer*, Ouardt, Mwrdereri, S^s. 

Annaiel, Jalian'i Wife Misa Laii;. 

Tie Scene it in and near Meuina ; tie lime of action Iteo dagi. 
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PROLOGUE. 

WEITTEN BY A TRIEND. 

SPOKEN BT MB. CONKOB. 



Thet who in Pfolognes for your favonrs ask. 
Find eTerj season mote perplex their task; 
ThoQgh doabta and hopes and tremblings do aot ful. 
The points fall flatlj and the rhjmea grow atale ; 
Why should the Author hint their fitting parts. 
In all the pomp of Verse, to " Britiah hearts F" 
Whj to snch minds as yours with ardour pray, 
For more than jnstice to a first essay P 
What need to show how absolute jonr power ? 
What stake awaits the issue of the honr — 
How hangs the scale 'twist agony and joj, 
What bliss yon nourisK or what hopes destroy P — 
All these yon feel ; — and yet we scarce can bring 
A prolt^e to " the poaey of a ring." 
To what may we allnde ? — Onr plot untold 
Is no great chapter from the times of old ; 
On no angast association rests, 
Bnt seeks its earliest home in kindly breasts, — 
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Its scene, as iuanapicions to our strain, 

Is neither mouinfnl Greece, nor Ttinriling Spain, 

But Sicily — where no defiance hnrled 

At freedom's foes may awe the attending world. 

Bnt since old forma forbid ns to submit 

A Play withoat & Frologne to the Pit ; 

Lest this be missed by some true Mend of plays. 

Like the doll oolleagne of his earlier dap ; 

Thns let me own how fearleaslj we trust 

That jon will yet be mercifully just. 
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An Apartmmt is iie Royal Palaee. Julun sleeping on i 
e4>ueh, Annabel. 

Ann. No ; still he sleeps I Twaa but the mjrtle bud 
Tapping against the casemeut, as the wind 
Stirred in the leafy branches. Well he loved 
That pleasant birdlike Eonnd, which, as a voice, 
Smnmon'd as forth into the fresher aii 
Of eve OT eailj mom. Ah ! when again — 
And yet this ^eep is hopeful. Tor seven nighta 
He had not tasted slumber. Who comes hereP 

Enter Alfonso at Theoddke. 
The gentle pi^ ! Alas, to wake him now ! 
Hash, Theodore 1 Tread Boftlj— aofUier, bo; I 
Alf. Doth he still sleep ? 

VOL. I. I 
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Ahu. Speal lower. 

Au. Doth he sleep P 

Ajss. Avoid Uie conoh; come this wnj; close to me. 
He sleeps. He hath not moved in all ihe hours 
That thou hast been swtj. 

Axr. Thtsa. we ma; hope; 

Dear lady, we ma; hope. 

Akn. Alas ! Alaa ! 

See how he Ues, scarce bieathiug. Whilst I hong 
Over his coach I should have thought him dead. 
Bat for his short and &eqaeat dghs. 

Alf. Ah me ! 

Not even in slomber can he lose the sense 
Of that deep miseiy ; and I — he wakes ! 
Dost thon not see the qnivering mantle heave 
With sudden motion f 

Akh. Thoa hast wakened him. 

Th; damoroas grief bath roosed him. Hence ! Begone ! 

Axp. And jet his eyes are closed. He sleeps. 
He did but move his hand. 

Akn. How changed he is I 

How pale ! How wasted ! Can one little week 
Of pain and sickoeaa so have faded &et, 
Mj princel; Julian ! Bnt eight days ago 
There lived not in this gladsome Sioil; 
So glad a spirit. Yoioe and step and e;e 
All were one happiness ; till that dread koor. 
When drest in sparkling smiles, radiant and glowing 
With tender thooghts, he ftew to meet the King 
And his great father. He went forth alone ; 
Frenz; and grief came back wiUi him. 

Au. Asdl, 

Another grief. 
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AnH. Thon mst a 

All stranger as thon art, liast thon. not shared 
iij vatch B8 canlall;, rb faithfollj 
Ab I had been thy sister 1 Aj.andbe, 
If ever in this wild mjstericras woe 
One sig^t or sound hath che»«d him, it hath been 
A glance, a word of thine, 

Alf. He knows me not. 

Asa. He knows not me. 

AiF. I never heard before 

That 'twM to meet the King yon fatal nigh^- 
Knowinglj, purposely — How conld he guess 
That the; shoald meet F What moved him to that thonght ? 

Ass. Strsngei' althongh thon be, thon canst bat know 
Prince Julian's father is the Eegent here, 
And rules for his young kinBmiui King Alfonso ! 

Alp Ay — Poor Alfonso 1 

Ann. Wherefore pity him ? 

A'-v - I know not — bat I am an orphan too ! 
I interrupt thee, lady. 

Ann. Yet in truth 

A gentle pity lingers round the name 
Of King Alfonso, orphaned as thou sayst. 
And drooping into sickness when he lost 
His father, ever since the mournful boy 
Hath dwelt in the Villa d'Cko. 

Ais. Haet thou seen him P 

Ann, The King? No. Tm of Naples. When Frinc« 
Julian 
Pirst brought me here a bride, his royal cousin 
Was fixed beside hia father's dying bed. 
X never saw him : yet I know him well ; 
For I have sate and listen'd, hour by hour. 
To hear my husband talk of the fair Prince, 
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And his exceUing virtuea. 

Au. Bid he ?— Ah!— 

Bat 'twas his wont, talking of those he loved. 
To g^d them with the rich and bomish'd glow 
Of his own brightness, as the erening sun 
Decks all the cbnds in glor;. 

Ahb, Very de»t 

Was that yonng bo; to Julian. Twas a friendship 
Fonder than common, blended with a kind 
Protecting tendemeas, such as a. brother 
Might fitly show nnto &e younger bora. 

Au. Oh, he hath proved it ! 

Axu. ThoD dost know them both ? 

Alt. I do. Say on, dear lady. ' 

Ann. Three weeks since 

The Bake of Melfi went to bring his ward 
Here to Iblessina — 

Alf. To be crowned. They came not. 

Bat wherefore went Prince Julian forth to meet them F 

Ann, Father nor consin cune ; nor ]nessenger„ 
From Begent or from King ; ttod Jolian chafed 
And fretted at delay. At length a peasant. 
No Lveried groom ; a sbw foot-padng serf, 
Brought tidings that the royal two that mom 
Left Villa d'Oro. Glowing from the chase 
Prince Julian stood ; his bridle in hia himd. 
New lighted, soothing now his prancing steed, 
And prattling now to me , — for I was still 
So foolish food to fly into the porch 
To meet him, when I heard the quick sharp tread 
Of that bright Arab, whose prond step I knew 
Even as his master's voice. He heard the tale 
And instant sprang again into his steat^ 
Wheeled round, and darted off at such a pace 
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Aa the fleet ^jhonnd, at her speed, could scarce 
Have matched. He spake no word ; but as he paaBe<l, 

Jost ^auced back at me with Ms dancing ejes. 

And such a smile of joy, and such a wave 

Of his plumed bonnet I His retom thou know'st. 

Au. I was its wretched partner. 

Abn. He on foot, 

Thou on the o'er-trarelled horse, slow, jet all stained 
With sweat, ^d panting as if fresh escaped 
From hot pnrsnit ; and how he called for wine 
For his poor Theodore, his faithful page ; 
Then sate him down and shook with the cold fit 
Of aguish fcTer, till the strong couch rocked 
Like a child's cradle. There he sate andsi^ed; 
And then the beuzj came. Theodore 1 

Al?. Lad j 1 

AiTN. He utters nought but madness ; — yet sometimes, 
Athwart his ravings, I have thought — have feared — 
Theodore, thoa must know the cause ? 

Alf. Too well. 

Am. Oh, tell me— 

At.b . Huab 1 He wakes. 

[AuOKSO retirei behind the couch out of Joliah's tight. 

Ann. Julian I Dear Julian I 

Jul. Sore I have slept a long, long while 1 Where am I? 
How came I hither ? Whose kind hand is this P 
M; Annabel t 

Anit. Oh, what a happiness 

To see thee gentl; wake ft«m gentle sleep I 
Art thon not better ? Shall 1 raise thee np ? 

JvL. Aj, dearest. Hare I then been ill ? I'm weak. 
I trouble thee, m; sweet one. 

ANir. 'lis a joj 

To minisl^r unto thee. 
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Jul. Wq« my brow. 

And p«it these looks tliat &e {resh air maj oool 
Mj forehead ; feelj it boins. 

Ass. ALu I bow wild 

Tbia long neglect hath made thy gloBs; curls. 
How tangled 1 

Jul. I am faint. Fray lay me down. 

Snrel; tJie da; ia Btifling. 

Ajjk. Th«e. Good boy. 

Throw wide the casement. Doth not the soft breeze 
Herite theef 

Jul. Yes. I'm better, I wiU rise. 

Buise me again ; — more upright ; — So ! Bear wife, 
A sick man is as wayward as a child ( 
Forgive me. Save I been long ill ? 

Ass. A week. 

Jul. I have no memory of anght. 'Tis just 
Like waking irtm a ixeam ; a horrible 
Confusion of strange miseries j crime and blood 
And all I love— Great Heaven ! how clear it seems t 
How like a truth ! I thought that I rode forth 
On my white Barbary horse— Say, did I ride 
Alone Hiat dayf 

Asv. Tes. 

Jul. Did I? Could IF No. 

Thon dost mistake. I did not. Yet 'tis strange 
How plain that horror lives within my brain 
As what hath been. 

Ann. Foiget it. 

Jul. Annabel, 

I thought I was upon that gaUmt ateed 
At his fall pace. Like clouds before the wind 
We flew, as easily as the strong bird 
That soars nearest the aunj till in a pass 
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Between the moQutains, screams and cries of help 
lUng in mine ears, and I beheld— Oil, God [ 
It was not — Could not — No. I have been sick 
Of a sharp fever, and delirinm shows, 
And to the bodil; sense makes palpably 
Unreal ibrms, objects (^ sight and soimd 
'ff hich have no being save in the btuning bnin 
Of the poor sofferer. Why sfaoold it shake me ! 

Akm Jnlian, 

Couldst thou walk to the window and qnaff down 
The fri^rant breeze, it would revive thee more 
Than food or sleep. Fo^et these evil dieama. 
Cuist thon not walk? 

Jdl. m tij. 

Ahn. Lean npon me 

And Theodore. Approach, dear boy, support him. 

Jdl. (Seeing Aj^fonso.) Ea ! Art thou here F Thou ! 
am blinded, dassled ! 
Is this a vision, tiiis fair slu^ that seems 
A living child ? Do I dream now f 

Ann. He is 

Young Theodore. The page, wha that sad night 
Returned — 

Jul. Then all is real. Laj me down 

That I may die. 

Ann. Nay, Julian, raise thy head. 

Speak to me, dearest Julian. 

Jul Pray for me 

lliat Imay die. 

An. Alas ! I feued too surely 

THuA irfien he saw me— 

Ank. Jnliani This is grief. 

Not sickness. Julian ! 

Alf. Rouse him not, dear lady ! 
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See how bia htmds are clenched. Wiiken him not 
To frenzy. Oh, that I alone could bear 
This weight of mieer; I 

AiTK. He knows the cftoae. 

And I— It ia mj right, my pririlege 
To share thy woes, to soothe them. I'll weep with thee. 
And thai will be a comfort. Didat thoa think 
Thou conldat be dearer to me than before 
When tlion. waat well and happy t Bat thoo. art 
Now. Tell me this secret. I'll be faithfol. 
m never breathe a word. Oh, spare my heart 
This agony of doubt ! What was the horror 
That maddened thee? 

Jul. Within the rifted rocks 

Of high Albano, rotting in a glen 
Dark, dark at very noon, a father ties 
Murdered by hia own son. 

Ann. And thoa didst see 

^e deed ? An awful sight to one so good ! 
Tel— 

Jul. Birds obscene, and wolf, and ravening fox. 
Ere thia — only the dark hairs on the gronnd 
And the brown crnated blood ! Anrj she can ask 
Why I am mad ! 

Auk. Oh, a thrice awful sight 

To one so dnteons ! Holy priests shall lave 
With blessed water Uiat fonl spot, and then, 
Fiona and pitying, thoa shalt— 

JiTii. Hear at once. 

Innocent Torturer, that drop by drop 
Poor'st molten lead into my wounds — that glen — 
Hang not open me I^In that darksome glen 
My father lies. I am a mnrderer, 
A parricide, accurst of God and'man. 
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Let go my haudl purest and whitest aaiut, 
Let go I 

Akn. This b a madness. Even now 
The fevei shakes him. 

JvL. Whj, the mad are happj I 

Aimabel, this is a soul-slaying truth, 
l^ere stands a witness. 

Alp. Julian knew ^im not. 

It was 1« sare a life, a worthless Ufe. 
Oh, that I had bnt died beneath the awoid 
That seemed so terrible ! That I had ne'er 
Been born to grieve thee, Julian 1 Pardon me. 
Bear lady, pardon me 1 

Ann. Oh, gentle boy. 

How shall we soothe this grief? 

Au. Alaa ! alas ! 

"Why did he rescue me ! Fm a poor orphan ; 
None would have wept for me ; I had no friend 
In all tie world save one. I had been reared 
In simpleness ; a quiet grave had been 
A fitter home for me than the rude worhi ; 
A moss; heap, no stone, no epitaph, 
Save the brief words of grief and praise (for Grief 
Is still a Praiser) he perchance had spoke 
When they first told him the poor boy was dead. 
Shame on me that I shmmed the sword ! 

Jul. By Heaven, 

It could not be a crime t« save thee ! kneel 
Before liii", Annabel. He is the Eing. 

Asa. Alfonso P 

Alt. Ay, so please you, fairest Cousin, 

But still your servant. Bo not hate me, lady. 
Though I have caused this misery. We have shared 
One care, one fear, one hope, have watched and wept 
I 3 



jNGoogle 



178 JULIAN. [aC 

Together. Ob, how often I hftve longed, 

As we sate edlent by his restless couoh. 
To fsU npon tbj neck Emd mix oar tears. 
And talk of him. I am his own poor Consin. 
Thou wilt oot hate me ? 

Am. Save that lost one, who 

Coold bate sneb innocence f 

Jul. Twas not in hate 

Bnt wild ambition. No ignobla ain 
Dwelt in his breast. Ambition, mad ambition. 
That was his Idol. To that blood; god 
He offered np the milk-white sacrifice. 
The pure nnspotted Victim, And even tiien. 
Even in the crime, without a breathing space 
For penitence or piajer, my sword — Alfonso, 
Thou wonldst hare gone to Heaven. 

Asa. Art thoa certain 

ThatheiadewlF 

Jul. I saw him faU. The ground 

Was covered with his blood. 

Ann. Tell me the tale. 

Didst tbon — I would not wantonly recal 
That scene of anguish — Didst thon search hia wound? 

Jul. Amiabel, in my eyes that scene will dwell 
For ever, shnttmg out all lovely sights. 
Even thee, my Beaatifol 1 That torturing thought 
Will huni a bring fire within my breast 
Ferpetoally ; words can nothing add. 
And nothing take away. Fear not my freniy ! 
I am calm now. Thon knowest how bnoyantly 
I dart«d from thee, sttaight o'er vale and Tiill, 
Coontuig the milea by minutes. At the pass 
Between the Albano mountains, I first breathed 
A moment my hot steed, expecting utill 
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To see the rojal eeorart. Afar off 

As I atood, shading with m; hand my eyes, 

I thought I saw them j when at ouce I heard 

From the deep glen, eaat of tie pasa, load cries 

Of mortal terror. Even in agony 

I knew the voice, and darting through the trees 

I saw Alfonso, prostrate on the gronnd. 

Clinging around the knees of one, who held 

A da^er over him in act to strike. 

Yet with averted head, as if he feared 

To aee his mnooent victim. His own face 

Was hidden ; till at one spring I plnnged my sword 

Into his side ; then our eyes met, and he — 

TAai was the mortal blow ! — screamed and stretched out 

His handa. FalUng sud ^ing as he was. 

He half rose up, hung speechless in the air. 

And looked — Ob, what had been the bitterest onrse 

To such a look 1 It smote me like a sword 

Here, here. He died. 

Axv. Andthouf 

Jul. I could have lain 

In that dark glen for ever ; but there stood 
The dear-bonght, and the dear, fciinman and priiioe 
And friend. We heard the far-off clang of steeds 
And armed men, and, femmg acme new foe. 
Came homeward. 

AxN. And did he, then, the imhappy, 

Bemain npon the granndP 

Jul. Alas I he did, 

Anit. Oh, it was but a swoon ! Listen, dear Julian, 
I tell thee I have comfort. 

Jul. There is none 

Left in the worhi But I will listen to thee, 
My faithfollest. 
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Amr. Coont D'Alba sent to craTe 

An audience. Thoa waat sleeping. I refused 

To see liim; but his messenger revealed 

To Constance his Mgk tidings, whioli she povred 

In mj unwilling ears, for I so feared 

To wake thee, that ere half her tale was told 

I cMd her from me ; yet she snrelj swd 

The Dnie thj father— 

Jul. What? 

Axx. Approached the citj. 

Jul. Alive? Alive f Ohnolnolnol Dead 1 Dead! 
The corse, the cky-cold corse ! 

Aim. Alive, I think ; 

But Constance — 

AxF. He will sink under this shock 

Of hope. 

Ainr. Constance heard aL 

Jul. Constance 1 What ho, 

C onstance I 

Ann. She hears thee not. 

Jul:. Go seek her ! Fly ! 

If he's aliv»— Why art thon not returned. 
When that one little word will save two souls 1 

{_Eint Amnabxl. 

Alf. Take patietice, dearest Consinl 

Jul. Do I not stand 

Here like a man of marble? Do I stir? 
She creeps; she creeps. Thou woold'at have gone and back 
In half the time. 

Au. Nay, nay, 'tis scarce a minute. 

Jul. Thon ma/st count hours and ages on my heart. 
Is she not coming? 

Alf. Shalll seek her? 

Joi. Had:! 
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Tliej'Te met. There are two steps; two silken gowns 
Hustling; one whupering voice. Annabel I Constance! 
Is he — one word ! Onlj one word ! 

EnUr issSABSh. 
Abs. He Utcs. 

[JuLUK tt'sit^ on Am knees before liecoiich; Alfonso 
and AsMAKEL ffo to Aim, and tie tcenefalU. 
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Acrn. 

SCENE I. 

A ipltndid Hall of AvdUnee m He Royal Palaee. 

D'Alba and Bektone. 

TVAr.Bi Again lefose t« see me ! 

Bebt. Naj, n^ lord. 

She's still beside tier hosbimd's ooocli, and Foob 
Be&ised to beu- the message. 

lyAixx. Eren her Ucquej 

Beads 1117 hot love and her contempt. No matter ! 
How's Julian? 

Debt. Mending fast. 

D'Alba He'U live ! He'll live ! 

She watches over lijm, p mhiyig an tiir 
With hei sweet breath ; — hell be immortal ! Yet 
If that dark tale be tme— or half — Bertoue, 
Haste to the Court of Guard; seek Juan Castro, 
A Spanish soldier ; lead him home. Ill join ye. 
Hence 1 I expect the Barons, whom I aommoned 
To meet me here. Come back. See if the Princess 
Will now admit me. No ! 'twould wake suspicion. 
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Hraice to the Court of Guard. {Exit Bektonb. 

I think that Bcont 
Doth fan love more than beantj. Twice to-day 
Hare I paced patiently these royal halls. 
Like some expecting needy coortier. Swell not, 
Prood charmer, thy Tast debt ! Where lag these Buons F 
Uethinks this change mig^t mnrrr 

EHhr Cii^u./ollojoed 6y other NobU>. 

Ha ! Calvi, welcome. 
Caiti. a fair good morrow, D'AIba ! 
D'Alba. East thon heard 

Theae heavy tidings P The yonng King — 

lAjiproaeiing to tteel lie other Lordt at they enter. 
My Lords, 
Good morrow's out of date. Know ye the news? 
So men salute to-day. 
Calvi. Alfonso dead? 

D'Ai^BA. Murdered. 

Calti. And Mel£ king. 
D'Alba. Ay, Here's a letter 

[Oiimig a letter to Calti. 
From the great Regent — Pshaw ! how mj rude tongue 
Stumbles at these new dignities ! — the King. 
Therefore I smnmoned ye. He will be here 

Enter NujsBx and other Noblei 

Talore, thou art late. 

Talobx. This tale 

Puts lead into men's heels. How fell it F 

D'Ai£A. Bead, 

Count Calvi I Read I 
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Caiti. (Jteadt.) " Alfonso beii^ dead, and I hurt almost to 
"death, the; left me funting on the gronad, idiere I la; till 
" a poor bat honest mnleteer bore me to his hut" — 
He hath berai wounded 1 

irALBA. He's aliye. The boy ! 

Onlj the prettj boy ! Bead on. Bead on. 

Calti. (Beadi.) " Make known these missires to onr loyal 
" people. We shall follow them straight. From yonr loving 
"couaiii, 

"The King." 

V&uiBE. Tbe King. How he will wear his state ! 
Why, D'Alba, 
Thy worshipped Aimabel chose well ; she'll be 
A Queen. 

D'AiSA. Yet my poor title, had she graced it. 
Comes by nuqnestioned, sheer descent, unstain'd 
By dark mysterious murder. My good fathers- 
Heaven rest their sools 1 — lie safely in the cborcli-yard, 
A simple race ; whilst these high Princes — Sirs, 
These palace walla have echoes, or I'd tell ye — 
Tis B deep riddle, but amongst them all 
The prettj boy is dead. 

Enter Leanti. 
Leanti! 
Leanti. Lords, 

The King is at the gate. 

D'Alba. The King I Mow, Sirs,' 

Bon your quick amiles, and bend your supple knees i— 
TheKingl 

Enter Kelfi. 
{Aiide.) He's pale, be bath been hntt. {Aloud.) 
My liege. 
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Your vasssls bid jou welcome. 

Melfi. Noble Signors, 

I greet jon well. Thanks, D'Alba. Good L«mti, 
I jo; to see tbo»e reTeiend locka. I uerei 
Thonglit to behold a friendlj face agsia. 
And now I brii^ ye sorrow. Death hath been 
Too busy ; thoogh the ripe and bearded ear 
Escap'd his siokle — but yc know the tale ; 
Ye welcomed me as King ; and I am spared 
The painful repetition. 

Vawbb. Sire, we know 

J^m joni own rojal hand enough for joy 
And sorrow ; Death hath ta'en a goodly child 
And spared a glorious man. But bow — 

Ueui. My Lord, 

What wouldat thou more ? Before I enteredhere 
Messina's general voice bad hailed her Soiere^n. 
Lacks bat the ceremonial form, Twere best 
The accustomed pageant were pcrfonned even now^ 
Whilst ye, Sicilian Barons, strength and grace 
Of our SicUian realm, are here to pledge 
Solemn allegiance. Say I sootli. Count D'Alba P 

D'AiiBA.. In sooth, my liege, I know not. Seems to m 
One form is wanting. Our bereaved state 
Stands like a widow, one eye dropping tears 
For her lost lord, the other turned with smiles 
On her new bridegroom. But even she, the Dame 
Of Epheaua, the buxom relict, famed 
For quick despatch o'er every widowed mate. 
Woman, or state— even she, before she wed, 
Saw the good man entnmbed. Ihe funeral first ; 
And then the coronation. 

Melfl Scoffer ! Lords, 

The corse is missing. 
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CaltI. Ha 1 Ferctunce he Eves I 

Mkui. He fell, I teU thee. 
Valobz. And the auawm ? 

IIbui. He 

Escaped, when I too felL 

lyAiiBA. He ! Why, my liege, 

Was there but one f 

Meui. What mean jo. Sirs ? Stand off. 

B'AxBA. Curnot your Highness gaess the mniderer P 

Helft. Stand from aboat me, Loids 1 Bare je to front 
AKingp What, do ye doubt me ; jon,orjon? 
Dare ye to donbt me f Dare ye look a question 
Into mine eyes F 'Ktkelliy gaze off; A King 
Demands a modester regard. Now, Sirs, 
What do ye seek P I tell ye, the foil boy 
Fell underneath, the assassin's swotd ; and I, 
Wounded almost t« death, am saved to prove 
My subjects' faith, to pnnish, to reward. 
To reign, I tell ye, nobles. Now, who qnestions F 
Who glares upon me now F What ! are ye mute F 

Leahti. Deign to receive our homage. Sire, and pard<m 
The ondesigned offence. Tour Highness knows 
Connt D'Alba's mood. 

Melti. And he knows mine. Well, well ! 

Be all these heats foigotten. 

Calti. [Jb D'Alba.] How his eye 
Wanders aronnd the oiide [ 

Mblfi. Tb are met. 

Barons of Sicily, in such august 
And full assemblage as may well beseem 
Tout office, honoor well yourselves and me ; 
Tet one is missing, — greatest, first, and best, — 
My son. Knows not Prince Julian that his father 
Is here F Will he not come ? Go some one say 
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That I would see him. [Erit C^lyi. 

Valokb. Sire, the Piinoe hath lain 

Sick of a desperate maJadj, 

Mzur. Alas I 

And I — Sick did«t thou say? 

Valosb, Eight days have paased 

Since he hath left his ooacL 

Lbasti. He's better now. 

The gentle Princess, who with one yonng page 
Hath tended him — 

Melfi. What page ? 

Leahti. a stranger boj. 

Seen but of few, yonog Theodore. 

Meul. a strftBger! 

Say on. The PrincesB— ? 

Lnurn. As I crOBsed the h^ 

I met her, with her own glad step, her look 
Of joy ; and when I asked how fared Prince Jnlian F 
She pnt her white hands into mine, with snch 
A smile, and then paaaed on. 

Melti. Without a word? 

Ijbanti. Without a word, save the mute eloquence 
Of that bright smile. 

TVAt.tii [Afide.} Oh, twaa enoogh ! on him ! 
Smile on that dotard! Whilst I— iJloud.} Why, my 

lords. 
Here's a fine natnial sympathy ; the son 
Sickens at the father's wonnd I The very day ! 
The veiy honr I He mnst have known the deed — 
Perhaps he knows the mw"'" — 

Melfi. Stop. 

D'Alba. My liege, 

I speak it in his bonoor. Many an heir 
Had been right glad to st«p into a throne 
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Just as the mounting puke of youth beat higli ;— 
A soldier too ! and with a bride so fiiir. 
So delicate, so fashioned for a Queen. 
By cnniiiiig natoie. But he — for foil suxely 
Hekuev — 
Ukui. Stop. No, DO, no ; he knev it not 1 

fflrfw Ckuii, folloved bg Julian. 

CiLvi. My liege, tiie Prince 1 

Mm.-ff i, Already! 

Pardon, me, good my lords, that I request 
A moment's loneliness. We have been near 
To death since last — Have touched upon the grave. 
And tliere are thoughts, which only our own hearts 
Should hear. I pray ye, pardon me. I'U join ye 
Within the hour for the procession. 

[^ExeiaU D'Aija, LxiNTi, Talobs, Calvi, ftc. 

Approach 1 Come nearer 1 Speak to me I 

Jul. My lord ! 

Melfi. Has he fo^t to call me father I 

Jul. Father ! 

Melfi. I know what tbou wonld'st say. The bat 
And sable plumes conceded— No mote of it. 

Jul. Oh, Cither! 

Melfi. Bise, my son. Let us forget 

What— How is Annabel ? They say she baa berai 
A faithful naive. Thou hast been sick ? 

Jul. I'm welL 

Melfi. rie, when thou tremblest so. 

Jul. I'm well [ I have been 

Sick, brainsick, heartsick, mad. I thought— I feared- 
It was a foretaste of tbc pains of hell 
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To be 30 mad and yet retain the sense 
Of that vliich made me so. But thoa art here. 
And I — Oh, nothmg but a father's heflit 
Could ever have forgiTen ! 

Melfi- No more ! No more ! 

Thou hast not told me of th; wife. 

Jul. She waits 

To pay her dutj. 

Meui. Stay. Connt D'Alba looked 

With evil eyes upon thee, and on me 
Cast his aceustomed taontings. Is there an^t 
AmisB between je ? 

Jul. No. 

MELfi. He hath not yet. 

Perhaps, fo^tten your long riyahy 
For Annabel's fur hand. A dangerous meaning 
Lurked in those bitter gibes. A dangerous foe 
Were D'Alba. Julian, the sea-breeze to thee 
Brings health, and strength, and joy. I have an errand 
As far as Madrid. None so well as thou 
Can bid it speed. Then sbalt away to-day ; — 
"Tis thy best medicine; — thou and thy young wife. 
The wind is fair. 

JcL. To-day ! 

Melfi. Have I not said ? 

Jul. Send me just risen from a sick couch to Madrid t 
Send me from home, from thee ! Banish me ! Father, 
Canst thou not bear my sight P 

Melfi. I cannot bear 

Contention. Must I needs remind tbee, Julian, 
I abo have been ill? 

Jul. I'll go to-day. 

How ptde he is 1 I had not dared before 
To look upon his faee. I'U go to-day. 
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Meui. This Teiy hour ? 

JrL. This Terj hour. 

Meui. My son i 

Now call thy — yet a moment. Where's the boy — 
He shall aboard with thee — thy pretty page ? 

Jul. The King ? Mean'st thou the King P 

Meul He whom thou call'st — 

Jul. Wilt thou not say the King ? 

Meui Young Theodora. 

Hearken, Prince Julian t I am glad, right glad 
Of what hath chanced. 'Twas well to bring bim hither. 
And keep bim at thy side. He shall away 
To Spain with thee, that Theodore — Po^t 
All other titles. Ee'U be glad of this. 
A favourite page, a spoilt and petted boy. 
To lie in summer gardens, in the shade 
Of orange groTe^ whose pearly blossoms fall 
Amidst his clustering cnrls, and to his lute 
Sing tenderest ditties, — such his happy lot ; 
Whilst I — Go, bring thy wife. 

Jul- He is the King. 

Meui. Call Lady Annabel. 

Jul. The King, I say. 

The rightfnl King, the only King 1 I'll shed 
The last drop in my veins for King Alfonso. 

Meui. Once 1 forgave thee. Bnt to beard me thus. 
And for a weak and peevish youth, a fatntling, 
A boy of a girl's temper; one who shrinks 
Trembli:^ and crouching at a look, a word, 
A lifted finger, like a beaten hoond. 

Jul. Alas ! poor boy, he hath no other Mend 
Since thou, who ahonld'st defend him — Father, father. 
Three months have scarcely passed since thy dear brother, 
(Oh, surely thou lovedst him !) witli the last words 
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He ever spake, besong^ ibj gowdian care 

Of his bir child. Next npon me he torned 

His dying eyea, qaite BpeecLlesa then, and thoD~- 

I could not speak, for poor Alfonao threw 

Himself npon m; breast, with such a gosh 

Of natural grief, I had do utterance — 

Bat thou didst tow for both protection, faith. 

Alliance ; thoo didst swear so ferreatiy. 

So deeply, that the spirit flew to Heaven 

Smiling. Pll keep that oath. 

Melti. Even if again 

Thy sword — 

Jul. Ut^ not that on me. Tiaafire 

Here in my heart, my brain. Bethink thee, father. 
Soldier or statesman, thine is the first name 
Of Sicily, the General, Begeut, Prince, 
The muoatch'd in power, the luiapproach'd in fiune; 
What could that little wwd, a King, do more 
For thee P 

Mblfi. That little void! Why Ma^ is fame. 
And power, and gkiry ! That shall Oil tlie world. 
Lend a whole age its name, and float along 
The stream of time, with snch a bnoyancy. 
As shall endure when palaces and tombs 
Ale swept away like dost. That little word 1 
Beshrew thy womanish heart that cannot feel 
Its spell ! lOiau and tkouU are heard wiihoiit. 

Hark I hark 1 the gons ! I feel it now. 
I am proclaimed. Before I entered here 
Twas known thron^oot tbe city that I lived. 
And the boy-king was dead. 

[Qunt, helU, and thoutt again. 
Hark, King Bngiero ! 
Dost hear the beUs and shouts P Ctti, 'tis a proud 
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And giorioQS feeling thus &t once to lire 

WitJUQ a thonsanii botrnding hearts, to hear 

The Btxong oat-gnshing of that present fame 

For whoBe nnoertain dim futurity 

Men toil, and slaj, end die \ Without a crim&— 

I thank thee still for that— Without a crime— 

Tor he'll be happier— I am a King. [SionU again. 

Dost thou not hear. Long live the K'"g Bugieto P 

Jul. The shout is weak. 

Meui. Augment it by thy voice. 

Wonld tbe words choke Prince Julian ? Cannot he 
Wish kmg life to his &ther f 

JlTL. Live, my father ! 

Long live the l>nke of Melfi I 

Melpi. Live the King! 

JtiL. Long live the King Alfonso I ' 

Melfi. Now, by Heaven, 

Thou art still brainsick. There b a conta^on 
In tbc soft dream; nature of that ehUd, 
That thou, a soldier — I was overproud 
Of thee and thy young fame. That lofty brow 
Seem'd form'd to wear a crown. Chiefly for thee — 
Where is the page? 

JiTL. Oh, father, once j^ain 

Take pity on ns all 1 For me ! For me \ 
Thou hast always been to me the kindest, fondest — 
Preventing aU my wishes — 111 not reason, 
rU not contend with thee. Here at thy feet, 
Prostrate in spirit as in form, I oty 
For mercy ! Save me from despair ! from sin 1 

Melfi. Unmanly, rise !. lest in that slavish posture 
I treat thee as a slave. 

Jul. Strike an thon wilt. 

Thy words pierce deeper, to the very core ! 
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Strike an thou wilt ; bat hear me. Oil, m; father, 
I do conjure thee, hj that imtne, bj all 
The boundless love it gueidona, spare mj soul 
Tbia bittenieaB 1 

Mblfl I'll reign- 

JcL. Ay, reign, indeed ; 

Bnle orer mightier realms ; be conqueror 
Of crowned passions ; king of tbj own mind. 
Pre evei loved thee its a son, do this 
And I shall worship thee. I will cling to thee ; 
Thon ^talt not shake me off. 

Melpi. Go to ; thon art mad. 

JcL. Not yet ; but thou may'st make me so. 

Melti. I'll make thee 

The heir of a fair crown. 

Jul. Not all the powers 

Of all the earth can force upon my brow 
That heritage of guilt. Cannot I die ? 
Bat that were happiness. I'd rather drag 
A weuy life beneath the silent role 
Of the stem Trappist, di^ng my own grave, 
Myself a living corse, cut off from the sweet 
And natural kiikdness that man shows to man; 
Pd rather hang, a hermit, on the steep 
Of horrid Etna, between snow and fire ; 
Bather than sit a crown'd and hononr'd prince 
Guarded by children, tributaries, inends. 
On an usurper's throne. {Sunt leithont. 

Uelvi. I moat away. 

We'll talk of this anon. Where is the boy ? 

Jul. Safe. 

Melji. Trifle not with my impatience, Joliaa ; 
Produce the child. Howe'er thou may deny 
Allegiance to the king, obey thy father. 
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Jul. I hftd a fotiier. 

Melh. Ha! 

JiTL. But he gave 19 

Faith, lojalty, and honour, and pore fame. 
And his own Mm. 

WnT.TT Jly son ! 

Jul. I loved him onoe. 

And dear^. Still too dearl; ! But nitli all 
That bnming, aching, passionate old love 
Wrestling within mj breast ; even face to face ; 
Those eyes npon me ; and that trembling hand 
Thrilling my verj heart strings — Take it offi 
In mere; take it off I — Still I renounce thee. 
Thou hast no son. I have no father. Go < 

Down to a childless grave. 

Meui. Even from the grave 

A father's cuise maj reach thee, clinging to the« 
Cold as a dead man's shrond, shadowing thy days, 
naonting thy dreams, and hanging, a thick clond, 
'Twixt thee and Heaven. Then, when perchance thine own 
Small prattling pretty ones shall climb thy knee 
And bid thee bless them, think of thy dead father. 
And groan as thou dost now. [daM again. 

Hark 1 'tis the hour ! 
I most away. Back to thy chamber, son. 
And choose if I shall carse thee. [Exit Melti. 

Jtjl. DidhecnrsemeP 

Did he P Am I that withered, bksted wretch ? 
Is that the fire that buniB my brain F N ot yet ! 
Oh, do not corse me yet ! He's gone. The hoy 1 
The boy ! [&u)iet out. 

END OP ACT U. 
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A Magtuficeai Catltedral. A OoiMe MommtHt in the Fort- 
groimd, with Slep) round it, and tie Figure of an Old 
Warrior on the top. 

D'Ai^BA, Leakti, Yaiake, Calti, and other Noblei. 

CiLTL Where stays the King? 

Leanti. He's robing to tissume 

The Crown. 

CaiiTl What B gloom reigns in the Cathedral I " 
Where are the people, who should make and grace 
This pageant? 

Talorb. "Cis too sudden. 

TVAr.Tn Saw ;e not 

How coldly, aa the slow procession moved. 
Men's eyes were fixed upon him P Silently 
We passed amidst dull silence. I conld hear 
The chink of money, which the heralds flung, 
Beverberate on the pavement. They, «*o stooped 
To gather up the ooin, looked on the impress 
Of yoQug Alfonso, sighed and Bhook their heads 
K 2 
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Ab 'twere his fimeral. 

Calti. Methinks this place, 

The general tomb of his high line, doth cry 
Shame on us ! The mnte citizens do monm him 
Better than we. 

TV At.hi , Therefore tLc gates are closed. 

And none bnt peers of Sidlj ma; pass 
The guajrded doors. 

Lbamti. Where is Prince Jnlian? 

lyALBi. Siek. 

Here eomes the Mighty One, and the great Prebtes 
That shall anoint his hanght; brow ; 'tis bent 
"With a Btiem joj. 

Enter Melh, i« R<yat Sobeg, preceded by Noblei, Officers, §-e. 

be/mug the Crmen, Arehbuhop, BUhcps, S^e. 
Helfi. No ! To no tapered ghrine. 

Here, reverend Fathers, here ! Thia is mj altar : 
The tomb of my great aoceator, who ftrat 
Won fivm the Faynim this Sicilian crown. 
And wore it gloriously ; whose name I bear 
As I will bear his hononr'd sceptre. Here, 
At this most kingly altar, will I plight 
My vow to Sicily, the naptial vow 
That links my fate to her's. Here I'U receive 
Her Barons' answering faith. Hear me, than shade 
Of great Bugiero, whilst I swear to guard 
With heart and hand the realm thy valour won. 
The laws thy wisdom framed — brave legacy 
To prince and people 1 To defend their rights. 
To rule in truth and justice, peacetnlly. 
If peace may be; and with the awful arm 
Of lawful power to sweep the oppressor off 
From thy blest Isle ; to be the Peasants* King — 
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Nobles, hen ibtt 1— the Feasants* King and joan I 
Iiod down, Asceetnl Spirit, tn m; oath. 
And sanctify and bleaa it I Now tlie crown. 

lyAiSA. Wliat noise ia at tlia gate? 

Melfi. Crown me, I nj. 

Abcks. Tis Men I Save w bora the ill omen I . 

Hblfl Save u 

From thy dull bands, old dotard ! Thou a Priest, 
And tremble at the touch of power '■ Give me 
The crown. 

S'AiiBA. It fits thee not. 

Heui. Give me the ctowd. 

And witii a steady grasp it ehall endue 
These throbbing brows that bnm till th^ be bound 
With that bri^t diadem. 

Ekler Jdlun and Alfonso. 

Jul. Stop. Place it here t 

Tiiia is the King ! the real, t^ only King! 
He living King Alfonso t 

llELn. Out, foul tnutor ! 

Tis an impostor, 

Jul. Look on him, Connt IVAlba ; 

Calvi, Yaloie, look I Ye know him welL 
And je that never saw him, know je not 
His fatber'a lineaments ? Bemove thy hand 
From that fair forehead. 'Tis the pallid brow 
Bent into pensireness, the dropping eyelid. 
The womanish changing cheek — hia very self I 
Look on him. Do ye know himf Do ye own 
Tour King? 

Calvi. Tis he. 

lyAi^Bi.. The boy himself I 

Jul. Now place 
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The CTOvn i^n his head ; and hear me swear. 
Low at his feet, as suhject, Hn^ m s n, Prince, 
Allegiance. 

Au. Bise, dearConsin. 

Jul. FaUier, kneel, 

Koeel here with me, thou hb first subject, thou 
The guardian of the state, kneel first, and vow 
Thy princely fealty. 

Mblvi. Hence, abject slave 1 

And thon, yonng minion — 

JxjL. to Ai.g . Fear not. Father, kneel ! 

Look where thon art. This is no place, niy lord. 
To dally with thy dnty : ondemeath 
Thy fathers sleep ; above their banners wave 
Heavily. Death is round abont as. Death 
And Fame. Have they no voice for thee ? Not one 
Of onr long atoried line bat lived and died 
A pure and faithfol Kni^t, and left his son 
Honooi — proad heritage I I am thine heir. 
And I demand that bri^t tnheritance 
Unstained, imdimmed. Kneel, I implore thee 1 I, 
Thy son. 

Melti Off, cnrsed viper 
Off, ere I hnrl thee on the stones 1 

Jux. IVe done 

Mj duty. Was it not my duty? 

At.p . Julian, 

Sit here by me ; here on the steps. 

D'Aj.ba, Again 

We must demand of thee, ray Lord of Melfi, 
How chanced thia tale of murder P Here's our Prince^ 
Safe and nnbort. But where's the assassin P Where 
The regicide ? Where he that wounded thee P 

Melfi. [_PoiiUii^ to JuLiAH.] Demand of him. 
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IVAlba. Where be these mniderera P 

Art snre thou saVat them, Doke ? Or waa't & freak 
Of the deft Fay Morgana ? Didst thon feel 
The trenchaat bkde? Or waa the hurt thon talk'et of 
A hirj woand, a phantaun F Once again 
I warn thee, speaL 

Heiji. Aalc <^ Prince Jnlian, Sir, 

This work is his. 

D'Alba. He speaks sot. Little King, 

What say'st than r 

Au. Julian saved me. 

IKAuA. Saved! FromwhomP 

From what F 

Alv. a king ahonld have no memory 
But for good deeds. My lords, an it so pUase jon, 
We'll t« the Palace. I'll not wear to-day 
This crown. Some fitting seasonj but not now. 
Fm weaiy. Let ns home. 

D'Alba. Aj, take liim hence. 

^ime with him, Coont Yalore. Stay by him 
Till I come to ye. Leave him not. Nay, Calvi, 
Semain. Hence with the boy. 

Alf. Uy Coosin Jnlian, 

Wilt thon not go with ns P 

Jul. I've done my duly. 

Was't not my dnty P But look there 1 look there l 
I cannot go with thea. I am his now. 
All his. 

Alf. Undo— - 

Uelfl Away, bright spotted wonn— 

B'Aj.ba. What, ho 1 the guard 1 

Alt. Uy lord, where Jnlian is 

I need uo gnard. Qoeation no more of this. 
Bat follow ns. {Sxeimi Alfonso, Yu.ob£, and other Nobki. 
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Ublti. I do contemn myself 
Tint I hold silence, Wamora, kinamea, friends, 
Barona of Sicilj, the valiant princes 
Of this most fertile and thrice ^nuras Isle, 
Hear me 1 What yonder crafty Count hath dared. 
With subtle question and derisive smile. 
To slide into a meaning, ia as true 
Aa he is false. I wonld be King ; I'd reign 
Over fair Sicilj ; I'd call myself 
Tour Sovereign, Friuces ; thine. Count lyAlba, thine, 
Colvi, and old Leanti — we were comiades 
Man; a year in the rongh path of war. 
And now ye know me all. I'll be a king 
Fit for this warlike nation, which brooks sway 
Only of men. Yon slight fair boy is bom 
With a woman's heart. Let him go tell his beads 
For uB and for oni kingdom ; Pll be King. 
Ill lend unto that title such a name. 
As shall enchase this bauble with one blaze 
Of honour. I'll lead on to glory, lords. 
And ye shall shine in the brightness of my fame 
As planets round the sun. What say ye ? 

D'AxBi. Never 1 

Calvi, &o. Never ! 

Mblfi. Say thon, Leanti, thon'rt a soldier 

Worthy of the name, — a brave one 1 What aay*at thon ? 

Leajjti. If young Alfonso — 

TV Arm Peace. Why, this is well 

Xhis morning I received a tale — I'm not 
An over-believer in man's excellence; 
I know that in this slippery path of life 
The firmest foot may fail ; that there have been 
Ere now ambitious generals, grasping heirs. 
Unnatural kinsmen, foul usurpers, murderers 1 — 
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I know that roan is frail, and might hare fallen 

llioQ^ Ere had never lived.— Albeit I own 

The smiling mischiefa potency. But this. 

This tale was made up of such aeyeral sina. 

All of them devilish ; treason, treaciieiy, 

And pitiless crneltj made mutiiet pole 

With their red shame, — I doubt not readilj 

When man and goilt ate joined — bat this the common 

And general sympathy that links oar kind 

Forbade to believe. Yet now before you all. 

His peers and mine, before the vacant throne 

He soQght to osurp, before the crown that fell 

As conscious from his brow, I do srraign 

Rugiero, Duke of Melfl, General, Peer, 

Kegent, and Prince, of Treason. 

Melfi. Treason t D'AlbE^ 

We quarrel not for words. Let these but follow 
And bold emprise shall bear a h^pier name. 
Sicilians, have ye lost your Island spirit F 
Barons, is your ancient bnivery tamed down 
By this Tain scoffer P I'll to the people. They 
Love their old soldier. 

T>' A'-" * Stop. Duke, I arraign thee 

Of murder ; planned, deEigned; attempted murder. 
Though incomplete, on the thrice sacred person 
Of young Alfonso, kinsman, ward, and King. 
Wilt thou defend this too f Wast a brave deed 
To draw the assassin's sword on that poor child P 
Seize him I 

Melfi. Gome near who dares I Where be thy proofs ? 
Where be thy witnesses f 

TVAt.ba There's one. Prince Julian, 

Bouse thee ! He sits erect and motionless 
As yon ancestral image. Doth he breathe ? 
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Eonse thee, and answer, as before thy God, 
Aa tliere is truth in Heaven, Didst then not see 
Thy father's sword at young Alfonso's breast? 
Lay not the boy, already dead with fear. 
At his false guardian's feet. Answer I 

Mbltt. Ay, speak. 

Prince Julian 1 I>ost thon falter now F On, on. 
And drive the dagger home i On, est, I say. 

Caxvi. We wait your Higineaa' answer. 

Jul. Whidi among ye 

Dares question me ? What are ye. Sirs F 

D'Alba. The States 

Of Sicily. 

Jul. The States ! "Vrithout a head 1 
Without a King 1 Without a Regent I States I 
The Statea ! Are ye the States that 'gainst all form 
Of justice or of goardinn law drive on 
To bloody trial him your greatest F Here too I 
Here I Will ye build up scaffolds in your churches F 
And turn grave prieats to headsmen F I'll not answer. 

Calvi. The rack may force thee. 

D'Alba. He but amdes. Ckmve; 

The Duke to the Hall of Justice. We shall follow. 
Go summon Juan Castro thither. Hence 1 
Why loiter ye F 

Melfi. a word with thee, Frinoe Julian. 

I praj ye listen, 'tis no treason, lords. 
I would but aay, finish thy work. Flay well 
The part that thon hast chosen. Caat aside 
All filial yearnings. Be a gallant foe. 
Ensh onward throogh the fight. Trample me down. 
Tread on my neck. Be perfect in that quality 
Which thou caU'st justice. Quell thy womanish weak- 
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Let me respect the enemy, whom once 
I thought mj son. 

Jul. Once, father 1 

Mei«. I'm no father ! 

Bonae not m; sonl to cone thee ! Tempt me not 
To cnrae thy mother— She whom I onoe deemed 
A sunt in parit;. Be reaolate, 
Palter not ^th them. Lie not. 

Jul. Did I ever P 

MELfi. Finish thy worlc On, soldiers 1 

{Exit Wcr.nT, guarded. 

TV Ai.B* Answer, Prince ! 

The Dnke, aa Uioa haat heard, disclaims thee. 

Jul. Dire not 

A man of ye say that, I am his son — 
Tiembla leat my sword shoold prove me so ; — a part 
Of his own being. He gare me tliis life. 
These senses, these affections. The quick blood 
That knocks so strongly at m; heart ia bis— 
Wonld I might spill it for him I Had ye no bthera, 
Had ye no sons, that ye wonld train men up 
In parricide ? I will not answer je. 

D'Alba. This passion is thy answer. Conldst thou 
saj 
No ; in that simple word were more comprised 
Hian in a world of fieiy eloquence. 
Canst thou not ntter No f 'Tis sboit and easy. 
The first sound that a stuttering babe will lisp 
To his fond nurse, — yet thy tongue stammeia at it ! 
I ask him if his father be at once 
Trutor and murderer, and he cannot say, 
Nol 

Jm,. Subtle, blood-thirsty fiend ! Pll answer 
To nought that thou canst ask. Murderer I The King 
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Lives. SeA. of Mm. One tmtii I'll tell thee, S'Mha, 
. And then the Teoord of that night Bhall pass 
Down to the grave in silence. But one sword 
Was atained with blood in fonder glen— 'twas mine t 
I am the onlj guilty. This I awear 
BefoK the sJl-seeing God, idiose qnenchleaa gaze 
Pierced throng that twilight hour. Now condemn 
The Bnke of Kelfi, an ye dare <■ I'll speak 
No more on this fool question. 

Leanti. Thou the guilty i 

Thou! 

Jul. I have said it. 

S'Alba. I had heard a tale — 

Lbanti. This must be aifted, 

lyAifA. In that twili^t hour 

A mortal eye beheld them. An old Spaniard, 
One of the guard— By Heaven, it ia a fale 
So bloody, so QQuatural, man mi^ scarce 
Believe it ! 

Leanti. And tliB King still lives. 

D'Alba. Why tis 

A myateiy. Let's to the Hall of Justice 
And hear this soldier. Sir, they are ambitions. 
Father and aon — We can pass judgment there, 
This is no place ; — Leanti, more ambitious 
Thau thou canst gaess. 

Jul. Ay, by a thonsand-foldl 

I am an eaglet bom, and can drink in 
The sunlight, when the blinking owla go darkling, 
Dazzled and blinded by the day. Ambitions I 
I have had day dreams would have shamed the visions 
Of that great master of the world, who wept 
For other worids to' conquer. I'd have lived 
An age of sinless glory, and gone down 
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Storied sad epitapbed and chronicled. 

To the verj end of time. Now — But I still 

Mftj suffer bravely, may die as a Prince, 

A man. Ye go to judgment. Lords, remember 

I am the only guilty. 

Calti. We mu2t needa, 

Ou 3uch confession, give yon into chai^ 
A prisoner. Ho I detain. 

Leanti. Goea he with nsf 

lyALBA. No ; for the hall is near, and they are best 
Queatioued apart. Walk by me, good Ijeanti, 
And I win show thee why. 

Learti. la't possible 

That Julian aUbb'd his bther F 

D'Alba. No. ThoD saw'at 

They met aa friends ; no t no ! 

[Sieeant Calti and other Lardi. 

Enier Akhasel. 

Ann. Where is he? WhereP 

Julian 1 

D'Alba. Fair Princess — 

Anir. Stay me not. My Jolian ! 

D'Alba. Oh, how she sinks her head upon his ann I 
How her carls kiss his cheek 1 and her white hand 
Lies npon his I The cold and slnj^h hoaband ! 
He doth not clasp that loveliest hand, which nature 
Fashioned to gather roses, or to hold 
Bunches of 'bursting grapes. 

Leanti. Goimt D'Alba, aee^ 

We are alone. Wilt thou not come ? 

D'AixA. Anon. 

Now he hath seized her hand, hath dared to grasp. 
He shall not hold it long. 
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Lbakti. Thej'll wait ns, Coimt. 

D'&LBA. That. vUte hand shall be mme. 

[_Sxewl lyALlu. and Leahti. 

Jul. My Annabel, 

Why srt thou here f 

Ajra. They said— I was a fool 

That believed them I — Gaostaiice said she heard a cry, 
Down with the Melfi 1 and the mmour ran 
That there had been a fray, that thoa wast slain. 
But thon art safe, my Julian. 

Joii. Aa thon seest. 

Thou art breathless stiU. 

Ann. Ay. I ftew through the streets, 

Kercing the crowds like light. I was a fool ; 
But thoa hadat left me on a sudden, bearing 
The yonng Alfonso with thee, high resolve 
Fixed in thine eye. I knew not — Love is fearful; 
And I have learnt to fear. 

Jul. Thou tremblest stilL 

Akb. The Church is cold and lonely ; and that seat. 
At tbe foot of yon grim warrior, all too damp 
For thee. I like not thus to see thee, Julian, 
Upon a tomb. Thou must submit thee still 
To thy poor nurse. Home 1 By the way thou'lt tell me 
What hath befallen. Where is Alfonso ? 

Jul. Say 

The King 1 the rightful, the acknowledged King ! 
Annabel, this rude stone's the effigy 
Of the founder of our line; the gallant chief 
Who swept away the Saracen, and quelled 
Fierce civil broils ; and, when the people's choice 
Crowned him, lived guardian of their rights, and died 
Wept by them as a father. And methinks 
Tonlay I do not shame my ancestor; 
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I dare to sit here at his feet, and feel 

He would not Bpnm hia aon. Thon dost not grieve 

To lose a oiovn, my fairest ? 

Ans. Oil no I no t 

Pm only proad of thee. Thy fame's mj croirn. 

Jul. Not fame bat conscience is the enduring croirn. 
And wearing that impearled, wh; to lose bme 
Or life were nothing. 

Ann. Where's thy father, Julian? 

FoigiTC me, I haye pained thee. 

JvL. No. The pang 

Is mastered. Where f He is a prisoner 
Before the States. I am a prisoner here. 
These are my gnards. Be calmer. Sweetest. Bend not 
This holy place with shrieks. 

Abb. They seek thy life ! 

They'll sentence thee! They'll kill thee I No! they ahaU 

Unless they kill me first. What crime— God, 
To talk of crime and thee ! — What falsest charge 
Dare they to bring f 

Jul.. Somewhat of yon sad night 

They know. 

Ah». Where's Theodore ? the page ? the King ? 
Both he aocQse thee P 

Jul. He ! poor gentle Consin ! 

He is as innocent as thoo. 

Ann. I'll fetch him. 

We'll go together to the States. We'll save thee. 
We, feeble though we be, woman and boy. 
We'll sare thee. Hold me not ! 

Jul- Where wonldst thou go i 

kss. To the SUt«s, 

Jui^ And there? 



jNGoogle 



208 iVLIAS. [d.CT 111. 

Any. ril tell the truth, t^ truth. 

The irresistible truth 1 Let go, A moment 
May cost thy life, — our lives. Nothing but trath, - 
That's all thy caose caa need. Let go. 

Jul. And he, 

Mj father ? 

Ann. What's athonsandaoohaflhe. 
To thee, my husband I But he shall be safe. 
He is thy father. I'll say nought can hum him. 
He was ever kind to me 1 I'll pray for him. 
Nay, an thou fear'st me, Julian, I'll not apeak 
One word ; Til only kneel before them all. 
Lift up my hands, and pray in my inmost heart. 
As I pray to God. 

Jul. My loving wife, to jHim 

Piay, to Him only. Leave me not, my dearest ; 
There is a peace around us in this pause. 
This interval of torture. I'm content 
And strong to suffer. Be thou — 

£W«r D'Alba, Calvi, Leadti, and Noblet. 
Hal ratnmed 
Already I This is qnick. But I'm prepared. 
The sentence ! 

Anb. Tell it not ! Te are bis judges. 

Te have the power of life or death. Tour words 
Are fate. Oh, apeak not yet 1 Listen to me. 
D'ALBi- Ay; a long summer's dayl What wootdst 

thouP 
Kss. Save him I 

Save him! 
D'Alba, He shall not die. 
kura. Now bless thee, D'Alba 1 

Bless thee 1 He's safe ! He's free ! 
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Jul. Qace more I aak 

His doom, for that is mine. If ;e hATs dared. 
In mockery of justioe, to siraign 
And sentence jonr great ruler, with, less paose 
Than a petty thief taken in tlie manner, what's 
Oar doom? 

D'Alba. Sir, our great ruler (we that lore not 
Law's tedious circiuustanc« may thank him) spared 
All trial by confession. He avowed 
Treason and regicide; and all that thou 
Hadst said or might say, he avouched unheard 
For tmth ; then cried, as thou hast donc^ for judgment, 
for death- 

JiTL. I can die too. 

Leabti. a milder doom 

Unites ye. We have spared the royal blood. 

IVAiiBA. . Onlj the blood. Estates and honoon all 
Are forfeit to the King ; the assembled States 
Banish ye ; the most holy Glmrch declares ye. 
Beneath her ban. This is your sentence. Sir. 
A herald waits to read it in the streets 
Before ye, and from out the city gate 
To thmst ye, outlawed, excommunicate, 
Inbmons amongst men. Ere noon to-morrow 
Te must depart from Sicily ; on pain 
Of death to ye the outlaws, death to all 
That harbour ye,'deatli to whoe'er shall g^ve 
Food, shelter, comfort, speech. So pass ye fortii 
In infEuny I 

Ann. Eternal infamy 
Beat on your heads, blse judges ! Outlawed 1 Banished ! 
Bei«ft of state and title 1 Thou art still 
Best of the good, greatest among the great, 
My Julian ! l£ust they die that give thee food 
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And rest and comfoit ? I aliall comfort thee, 

I, til; tme wife I Pll nerer leave ttiee. Never 1 

Well walk tt^ther to the gate, my hand 

In thine, as loTeTB. Let's set forth. We'll go 

Together. 

Jul. Ay ; bnt not to-night. I'll meet thee 
To-morrov at the harlioiii. 

Ahh. No 1 no I no I 

I will not leave thee. • 

Jul. Cling not thos. She trembles. 

She cannot walL Brave Sir, we have been oomiades; 
There is a pity in thine e; e which well 
Beseems a soldier. Taie this weeping lady 
To King Alfonso. Tell the royal boy 
One, who waa once his consin and hia friend, 
CODunraidB her to him, Oo. To-morrow, dearest. 
We'll meet again. Now for the sentence. Lords, 
I qnestion not your power. I submit 
To all, even to tliis shame. Be qoick I be quick ! 



jNGoogle 



ACT IT., 3CENB I.] JDLUN. 



An Jpartmeiii in lie Royal PtUaee. 
lyALBA, Bbetone. 

D'AiBA. I've parted them at last. The lireloiig nig^ 
The little King lay, like a page, before 
Hra chamber door; and erei as he heard 
A iten^JiiiS Bigh within, he cried, alas t 
And echoed back her moan, and uttered words. 
Of comfort. Eapp; boj 1 

Beet. But be is gone 

Towards the gate : be sute to meet Prince Julian. 

I^Alba. For thai I oare not, so that I secure 
The rision which once flitted &om my grasp 
And vanished like a rainbow. 

Best. Yet is Jolian 

Still dangerous. 

lyALBA. Why after noon to-day— 
And see the son's already high !— be dies 
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If he be fonnd in Sicily. Take thou 
Two resolute oomrades to purane his eteps. 
Soon aa the time be put. Didst thou not hear 
The proclaioation ? Kuow'st thou vhere he bides P 
AndMeU? 

Bebt. Good mj lord, 'tis uid the Doke 
Isdesd. 

lyAiBi. Dead! 

Bbbt. Certain 'tis that jeaternight 

He walked &om out the Judgment Fall like one 
Dreaming, with ejea that saw not, eats that heard 
No soond, staggering and tottering like old age 
Or infauoj. And when the kingly robe 
Was plucked from him, and he forced from the gate, 
A deep woond in his side burst forth ; the blood 
Welled like a fountain. 

TV Ar.m KnU he died ? 

Bebt. He fell 

Fainting ; and Julian, who had tended him 
SUentlj, with a spirit so absolved 
Hi» own shame seemed unfelt, fell on his neck 
Shrieking like maddening woman. There we left lum. 
And there 'tis said he hath outnatched the nig^t. 

D'Alba. There on the ground ? 

Bebt. So please jou- 

D'Alba. Thou haat known 

A softer couch. Prince Julian. Is the litter 
Prepared ? And the old groom ? 

Bert. }Sj lord, he waits 

Your pleasure. 

D'Alba. Call him hither. ISxH Bektose. 

Blood welled out 
From a deep wonnd 1 Said old Leanti sooth ? 
No matter. Either way he's guilty. 
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Be-enltr Bbetohe milk Kbnei. 



Hal 
A leretend knave. Waat thon. Prince Jolkn'a huntsman P 

Rbkzi. Ab ple«se 30a, Sir, I vas. 

lyALBA. Post know the Princess P — 

Doth she know thee ? 

Rbmzi. Full well, mj lord. I tended 

Prince Julian's favonrite greyhound. It was strange 
How Leiia loved my lady, — the poor fool 
Hath pined for her this week past, — and my lady 
Loved Lelia. She would stroke her glossy head. 
And note her sparkling eyes, and watch her gambols. 
And talk of Iielia's beanty, Lelia's speed, 
TiUIwas weary. 

lyAxBA. And the angel deemed 

This slave as faithful as her dog 1 The better. 
Dost thon bve dncats, Benzi F 

\To»»iiig kirn apwte. 
Canst thon grace 
A lie with tongue and look and action P 

Renzl Ay. 

D'Alba. Gro to the Princess ; say thy master sent tliee 
To guide her to him, or the young Alfonso — 
Use either name or both. Spare not for tears. 
Or curses. Lead her to the litter ; see 
That Constance follows not. Bertone 11 gain 
Admittance for thee. Qo. 

lEiil RENn. 
Bertone, seek me 
A supple chnrchman ; — Know'st thou any ? One 
Not scrupulous ; one who loves gold, and laughs 
At conscience. Bring him to me. I mnst hasten 
Silently home. Let not the Princess gueas 
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That I haTB left the poUce. 
Bnar. No, my Lord. ' 



The Cotmtiy jtut mthotU ike 6ai«i o/Mttiiiia. 
A ai^ Bactground. 

UxLfi, Ij/ixg OK the Stage, Julun. 

Jul He wal:ea '. He is uot dead I I am not yet 
A parricide. I dare not look on him ; 
I date not speak. 

Mel«. Water 1 Uy throat is scorched. 

[Exit JuiJAK. 
My tongue cleaves to my month. Water ! Will none 
Go fetch me water ? Am I here alone F 
Here on the bloody ground, as on th&t ni^t — 
Am I there still F No ! I remember now. 
Testerdfty I was King ; to-day I'm nothing ; 
Cast down by my own son ; stabbed in my fame ; 
Branded and done to death ; an outlaw where 
I ruled 1 He, whom I loved with anch a pride. 
With SQch a fondness, Lath done this ; and I, 
I have not strength to drag me to his presence 
That I might rain down cnrsea on his head, 
Might blast him with a look. 

Eitler JuLiAK. 
Jul. Here's water. Drink 1 

Mbwi. What voice is that f Why dost thou shroud thy 
face? 
Dost shame to show thyself ? Who art thou F 
Jul. IMnk! 
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I pny thee, drink 1 

UzLFi. 1st poison P 

Jm. 'Tis the pure 

And limpid gashing of a natural spring 
dose by yon olive groond. A little child. 
Who stood beside the fonnt, watehing the bright 
And many-colonred pebbles, as they seemed 
To dance in the bubbling water, filled for me 
Her beecben cup, with her small iimocent hand. 
And bade oar Lady bless the draught I Oh, drink I 
Have faith in soob a blessing. 

Melfi. Thou shonldst bring 

Notbing but poison. Hence, accorsed cup 1 
I'll perish in my thirst. I know thee. Sir. 

Jdl. Father I 

Melit. I have no son. I had one once, 
A gallant gentleman ; bat he— What, Sir, 
Didst thon never hear of that Sicilian Prince^ 
Who made the fabulous tale of Greece a truth. 
And slew his lather ? The old Laius fell 
At once, unknowing and unknown ; but this 
New (Edipns, he stabbed and stabbed and stabbed. 
And the poor wretch cannot die. 

Jul. I think my heart 

la iron that it breaks not. 

Uelit. I should curse him — 

And yet — Dost thon not know that I'm an outlaw. 
Under the ban F They stand in danger. Sir, 
That talk to me. 

Jul. I tun an outlaw too. 

Thy fate is mine. Our sentence is alike. 

Mbui. What have they banished thee ? 

Jul. I should hare gone. 

In Teiy trath, I should have gone with thee. 



jNGoogle 



216 nniAN. [act iv. 

Aj, to the eod of the world. 

MzLTi. What buiuih thee ! 

Oh, foiil ingratitude ! Weak changeJuig boy 1 

Jul. Qe knows it not. Father, this banishment 
Came as a comfort to me, set me tree 
From warring duties and fatiguing cares. 
And left me wholly thine. We shAll be hi^py ; 
For she goes with as, who will prop thy steps, 
As once the moid of Thebes, Antigone, 
In that old tale. Choose thou whatever land — 
All are alike to ns. But pardon me ! 
Say thou hast pardoned me ! 

UjsLti. My virtuous son ! 

Jul. Oh, thanks to thee and Heaven 1 He sinks ; he's 
faint; 
His lips wax pole. I'll seek the spring once more ; 
■Tia thirst. • 

Mbui. What music's that ? 

Jul.. I hear none. 

Mbui. Hark ! 

Ivh. Thon art weak and dizzy. 

UxLEi. Angels of the air, 

Chemb and Seraph sometimes watch around 
The dying, and the mortal sense, at pause, 
Twiit life and death, doth drink in a faint echo ■ 
Of heavenly harpings i 

Jdl. I have heard so. 

Mbui Ay; 

Bnt they were just men, Julian I They were holy. 
They were not traitors. 

Jul. Strive against these thoughts — 

Thou wast a brave man, father 1 — fight against them. 
As 'gainst the Paynims thy old foes. He grows 
Paler and paler. Water from the spring; 
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Or generous vrine ; I saw a cottage near. 

Best thee, dear father, till I come. [Sxil JuLUi 

Mblti. Again 

That mnsic ! It is mortal ; it draws nearer. 
No. Bat if men should pass nuiat I lie here 
Like a crushed adder ? Here in the highiray 
Trampled beneath their feet P— So ! So ! I'll crawl 
To yonder bank. Oh, that it were the deck 
Of some great Adminl, and I alone 
Boarding amidst a hundred swords I the breach 
Of some strong citadel, and I the first 
To monnt in the cannon's month ! I was brave once. 
Oh, for the common midistinguished death 
Of battle, pressed hj horses' heels, or crashed 
Bj falling towers ! Anything but to lie 
Here like a leper ! 

Etter Amohso, VjiOBE, and Calvi. 

Alf. "Tis the spot where Jnliao — 

And jet I see him not. Til paose awhile t 
'Tis likely he'll return. Til wait. 

Calti. My liege 

You're sad to4ay. 

Alf. I have good cause to be so. 

Valobs. Nay, nay, cheer np. 

Alf. Didst thon not tell me. Sir, 

That my poor uncle's banished, outlawed, laid 
Under the Chorch'a ban ? 

Calti. He would have slain 

His Sovereign. 

Au. I ne'er said it. Yesterday 

I found yoD at Ms feet. Oh, would to Heaven 
The crown were on his head, aod I— What's that f 

Val. The moaning wind. 

VOL. I. L 
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Calti. He was & tnitoT, Sire . 

\j,f He was my kuuman sHlL And Joluui ! Jnlioa ! 
Mj Couain Julian 1 he vho saved m; Hfe, 
Whose only crime it was to be too good. 
Too great, too well bebved,— to banish him ! 
To teat him from mj arms ! 

Calti. Sire, he coufessed— 

Alp. Ye shootd have qnestioaed me. Bin. I'm a boy, 
A powerless, friendless boy, whose name is used 
To cover foul oppressknL If I live 
To grasp a Hword— bnt ye will break my heart 
Before that hour. Whence come those geoam ? 

My nncle 
Stretohed on the ground, and none to tend thee 1 Best 
Thy head npon my arm. Where's Jnlian f Sure 
I tbpught to find him with thee. Nay, be stm ; 
Strive not to move. 

MuTiTi I &in would kneel to ikee 

For p^on. 

Calvi. Listen not, my liege. The States 
Sentenced the Duke of MelB ; thou hast not 
The power to pardon. Leave him to his fate. 

Val. Twere best your Highness came with us. 

Au. Avoid 

The pUoe 1 Leave vs. cold, courtly lords. Avoid 
My sight 1 Leave us, I say. Send iiuttut soceour, 
Food, water, wine, and men with hearts, if eoorta 
May breed sueh. Leave ns. {SxU Calti and Valorb. 

Melfi. Gallant boy I 

A'-T Alas ! 

I have no power. 

blEin. For bU I need thou hast. 

Qive me but six feet of Sicilian earth. 
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And th; sweet pardou. 

Au. Talk not thoa. Fll grov 

At once into a man, into a kuig. 
And thej shall tremble, and torn ptde with fear. 
Who now have dared — 

EtUerSwus, 

JjTL. Here's water ! Ha I 

Alfonso ! I thonglit Pity had been dead. 
I craved a littie wine, for the dear lore 
Of Heaven, for a poor dpng man ; and all 
Tamed from mj prayer. Drink, father. 

Am. I have sent 

For socconr. 

Jul. Gentle heart 1 

Meui. The time is past. 

Mnsio again, 

Au. Ay ; 'tis the shepherd's pipe 

From yonder cru^y jaonntain. How it swinga 
Upon the wind, now pausing, now renewed, 
B^nlar aa abelL 

Mk t.ft a parsing beU- 

Aif. Cast off these heavy thonghta. 

Melfi. Tnm me. 

Alf. He bleeds ! 

The blood wdls oat. 

MxLn. It eases me. 

Jul. * He sinks ! 

He dies 1 Off! he's my father. Best on me. 

MEi;n. Bleas thee. 

Jul. Oh no ! no ! no 1 I cannot bear 

Thy bleasing. Twice to stab, and twice forgiven— 
Oh, cniae me rather ! 
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Miui. BlesB ;g botL l_Dies- 

Alf. He's dead. 

And snrelj he died penitent. That thooght 
Hath in it a deep comfort. The freed spirit 
Gushed out in a foil tide of pardoning h>ve. 
Ha bleat oa both, my Julian ; eren me 
As I had been his son. We'll pray for him 
Together, and thy Annabel shall join 
Her purest oriawM. I irft her stretched 
In a deep slumber. AU night long she watched 
And wept for bim and thee ; hot now she sleeps. 
Shall I go fetch her P She, better than I, 
Wonld soothe thee. Cost thou hear P He writhes as though 
The struggling grief wonld ehoke him. Souse thee, Julian, 
Calm thee. Thou frighten'st me. 

Jul. Ant I not calm F 

There is my sword. Go. 

Alp. Ill not leave thee. 

Jul. King! 

Dost thou not see we've kiBed him F Thou had'st canae ; 
Bnt I, that was his sou. — Home to thy palace! 

Alf. Let me stay beside thee ; Til not speak. 
Nor look, nor move. Let me bnt sit and drop 
Tear for tear with thee, 

Jul. Go. 

Alt. My Consiu Julian — 

Jul. Madden me not. I'm excommonicate. 
An exile, and an outlaw, but a man. 
Grant me the human privilege to weep 
Alone o'er my dead &ther. King, I saved 
Thy life. Bepay me now a thonsand-fold — 
Go. 

Alt. Ay ; for a sweet comforter. 



jNGoogle 



SCENE lU.] 



Enter Paolo. 



Paolo. &fy li^e. 

The lad; Annabel— 

Jul. What P is she dead P 

Have TkiUed her F 

Alf. Speak, Faob. In tii; cha^ 

I left her. 

Jin. Is she dead F 

Paolo. No. Heaven forfend ! 

Bat she hath left the palace. 

Jul. ■ 'Tia the enrae 

Of blood that's on mj head ; on all I love. 
She'a lost. 

Alt. Did ahe go forth alone P 

Paolo. My liege. 

Prince Julian's aged hnntflman, Benzi, came. 
Sent, as he said, bj thee, to bear her where 
Her lord was sheltered. 

Jul. Hoary traitor ! 

Paolo. She 

followed him nothing fearing ; and I too 
Had gone, bat I^Alba's servants closed the gates. 
And then my heart misgave me. 

Jul. Where's mj sword F 

ril rescue her ! I'll save her ! 

Alp. Hast thou traced 

Thy lady F 

Paolo. No, my liege, but muoli I fear — 
Certain a closed and guarded litter lw>k 
The way to the western subnrh, 

Jul. There, where lies 

The palace of Connt D'Alba ! Stained— defiled— 
He hath thee now, my lovely one t There's stdll 
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A waj— Let me bat reach thee I One a^lmu— 
One bridal bed — One resting place. AH griefs 
Are lost in this. Oh, wonid IIaj as thon, 
iij (aiibgt ! Leave him not in the highv^ 
For dogs to man^. He vna once a Frince. 
Farewell! 

Alf. Let me go with thee. 

Jra. No. ■ This deed 

Is mine. [Exit Juluk. 

Alp. Faoh), tiuj hj the ocnve. FU after, 
He shall not on this desperate quest alone. 

Paolo. Sathet, mj liege, seek D'Alba : — Aa I deem 
He still is at th; palace. Watch him welL 
Stay hy him closely. So may the sweet kdy 
Be rescued, and Prince Julian saved. 

Am. Thou'rt right. 

[gneuit. 

SCENE III. 

Jn Apartneaf in a* old Toteer ; a rich Oothic WUtdme, 
chitd, but »o eomtmeted a* that ike lAght aajr be Ibromi in, 
near it a mall ttrebed Boor, btfond leUeh i* leai an Inner 
Chambtr, mith an open Catement. — Amvabkl it borne in if 
D'Alba Md Onard*, though a strong Iron Door in the 
»de Stent. 

D'AiaA, AsifAfiXL, Gnardt. 

D'Alba. Leave her with me. Gnard well the gate; and 

That none qiproach the tower. [Sxeuni &uardt. 

Fair Aon^jcl t 
Ahu. Who ia it calls P Where am I? Whoartthou? 
Why am I here ? Now Heaven preserve me, D'Alba ! 
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Wliere's Julian? Wbere's Prince JuJimP TVlieH 

hosbuidF 
Benii, who Inied me &oin the palace, swore 
It was to meet m; hoab&nd. 

IVAlba. iSanj an oath 

first sworn in falsehood toms to truth. He's here. 
Calm thee, sweet lady. 

Amr . Whore f I see him not. 

D'AiiBA. Another huaband. 

Ans. Then he's dead ! 

He's dead I 

D'AMi. He lives. 

Aim. Heard I aright? Againl 

There is a deafening mormnr in mine ears. 
Like the moaning sound that dwells in the sea shell. 
So that I bear nought plainly. Say't again. 

XfALOA. He lives. 

Anh. Now thanks to Heaven 1 Take me to him. 
Where am IF 

D'AiAA. In an old and boel; tower 
At the end of mj poor orchard. 

Ami. Take me home. 

D'Alba. Thon hast no home. 

Ann. No home! His aima ! his heart 1 

Take me to him, 

D'AiiBA. Sweet Annabel, be stilL 

Conquer t^^i* woman's vain impatiency. 
And listen. Why dia tronblea as I were 
Some bravo. Oh 1 that man's free heart shoald bow 
To a &ir cowardice ! Listen, Thou kuow'st 
The sentence of the Mdfi f 

Anh. Ay, the unjust 

And wicked doom that ranked the innocent 
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With the gaQt;. Bat I mnrmnr not. I love 
To suffer with him. 

D'Alba. He 13 btmiahed ; oatUwed ; 

Cut off from erei; hsmaii tie ; — 

Ann. Not all. 

I un hie wife. 

Ti'Ai.Tn Under the Ohnrch'a ban. 
I tell thee, Annabel, that learned prieet. 
The sage Anaelmo, deems thon art released 
Tram thj unhappy tows ; and will to-night — 

Las. Stop, I was wedded in the light of day 
In the great chnrch at Naples. Blessed daj ! 
I am his wife , bound to him evermore 
In sickness, penuiy, disgrace. Count lyAlba, 
Thou dost Biisprize the world, but thon must kuow 
That woman's heart is faithful, and clings closest 
In misery. 

JVA t-T *- If (he Chnrch proelaim thee free — 

Akh. Sir, I will not be free ( and if I weie, 
rd give myself to Julian o'er agun — 
Only to Jnlian ! Trifle thus no longra. 
Lead me to him. Release me. 

D'AtBA. Now, by Eearen, 

111 bend tJiis gjorions constancy. Pve known thee 
Erea from a little child, and I have seen 
That stnbbom spirit broken : not by fear. 
That thon canst qnell j nor interest ; msr ambition ; 
But love 1 love ! love ! I tell thee, Annabel, 
One vhom thon lor'st, stands in my danger. Wed me 
This very night — I will procure a priest 
And dispensations, there shall nothing lack 
Of nnptial form— Wed me, or look to hear 
Of bloody jnatice. 

Ainr. Uy poor &ther, Melfl ! 
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B'Ai^A. The Begent ? He is dead. 

Anm. God hatJi been meiciAil. 

D'Alba.. Is there no other nune? no dearer f 

Ann. Ha! 

D'Alba. Hadat thou such tender love for this piond 
father. 
Who little recked of thee, or thj fair looks ; 
Is all beside forgotten ? 

Ajin. Speak 1 

D'Ale*. Why, Julian 1 

Jnliao, I BBj ! 

Ann. He is beyond thy power. 

Thanks, thanks, great Ciod ! He's ruined, exiled, stripped 
Of name, and land, and titles. Se's as dead. 
Thou haat no power to harm him. He can &11 
No deeper. Earth hath not a lowlier atate 
Than princely Jnlian fills. 

D'Alba, Doth not the grave 

Lie deeper ? 

Ann. What ? But thoa hast not the power ! 
East thou ? Thon canst not. Oh, be pitifol ! 
Speak, I conjure thee, speak. 1 

D'Alba. Didst tbon not hear 

That he was exiled, oatlawed, banished far 
From the Sicilian Isles, on. pain of death. 
If, after noon to-day, he e'er were seen 
In Sicily ? The allotted bark awaits ; 
The hour is past ; and he is here. 

Ann. Now Heaven 

Have mercy on us ! D'Alba, at thy feet. 
Upon my bended knees— Oh, pity ! pity I 
Fity and pardon I I'll not rise. I cannot. 
I cannot stand more tlian a creeping worm 
Whilst Jolian's in thy danger. Pardon bim I 

L 3 
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Thmi wast not cruel ouce. I've seen tiiee turn 

Thy (rtep from off the path to spare an insect ; 

Pve marked thee shudder, when m j falcon strnck 

A panting bird ; — though thou hast tried to sneer 

At thy own sympathy. D'Alba, thy heart 

Is kinder tiian thou kuowest. Save him, D'Alba ! 

Sarebiml 

B'Alba. Be mine. 

Abb. Am I not hi« ? 

D'Alba. Be mine ; 

And he shidl lire to the whole age of man 
Unhamed. 

Ann. I'm bis — Ob, spare him I— Onfy his. 

D'Alba. Then it is thou that dost enforce the law 
On Julian ; tbon, bis loving wife, that goid'st 
The ofScer to seize him where be lies 
tlpon bis faijier's corse ; thon that dost lead 
Thy husband to the scaffold ; thou his wife. 
His biving wife ! Tbou yet ma/st rescue him. 

Ann. Not, God forgive tbec^ man I Hiou torturest me 
Worse than a thousand racks. But thou art not 
So devilish, D'Alba. Thou hast talked of love ; 
Would'st see me die here at thy feet P Have mercy '. 

D'Alba. Meri^ I Ay, sach as thou hast shown to me 
Through weeks and months and years. I was bom strong 
In scorn, the wise man's passion. I bad lived . 
Aloof firom the ju^Ung worid, and with a shrug 
Watched tbe poor puppets ape their several parts ; 
Fool, knave, or madman; till thy &tal charms, 
Beantifol miscbiet made me knave and fool 
And madman ; broi^ht revenge and love end bate 
Into my soul. I love and bate tbee, lady. 
And doubly bate myself for loving thee. 
But, by this teaning earth, this starry Heaven, 
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And hj iliyself the ftorest, stabbomeat thing 

The fiiir atan shine npon, I swear to-night 

Thou shall be mine. If willingly, I'll save 

Prince Julian; bat still mine. Speak. Shall he live? 

Canst tboa not speak ? Wilt thou not save him P 

AsN. No. 

TVAtti. Did she die with the word! Dost hear me, 
lady? 
I asked thee wouldat thoa save thy husband ? 

Ami. No. 

Kotso! Not sol 

lyAiBi. 'Tis well. ISxif lyAEB*, 

A^n. Stay ! Stay I He's gone. 

Count D'Alba ! Save him ! Save him I D'Alba'a gone. 
And I have sentenced him. [4/^'^ " pa»f- 

He would hare chosen so, 
Would rather have died a thonaand deatha than so 
Hare lired ! Oh, who will succour me, shut up 
In this lone t«wer ! none but Uiose horrid guArds, 
And yonder hoary traitor, know where the poor, 
Poor Annabel ia hiddenj no man cares 
Bow she may perish — only one — and he — 
Freserre my wits I Pll count my beads ! 'twill calm me : 
What if I hang my roaaiy from the casement ? 
There is a brightness in tlie goi^eoua jewel 
To catch men's eyes, sud haply some may pass 
That are not pitiless. Tbia window's closed ; 
But in yon chmnber— Ah, tia open ! There 
I'll hang the holy gem, a guiding star, 
A visible prayer to mui and Ood. Oh, save me 
From sin and shame I &ve Mm ! I'll hang it there. 

{Eait. 

BKD OP ACT IV. 
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SCENE I. 
I%e tame a* the iatt; the arched Door *earlf eloted. 



AlTN. I cannot rest. I waniier to and fro 
"WitLin mj dreftcj prison, as to seek 
For comfort and find none. Each honr hath killed 
A hope that seemed the last. The shadows point 
Upward. The son is sinkiiig. Guard m^ EeaveD, 
Throngh this dread night ! [A g«» it heard mtiout. 

What evil BOnnd— All sounds 
Are evil here I Is there some murder doing? 
Or wantonly in sport — 

Eitier JuLUH through the arched Door. 
JtTL. Annabel! 

Anw. Julian! 

Jul. Mj wife 1 Art thon still umtft 
Asm. Thine own. 

Jul. She smiles ! 

She dings to me ! her eyes ore fixed on mine 
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With the old love, the old dmnest look 
Of umocence ! It is yet time. She's pure ! 
She's Dndefiled ! — Speak to me, Ajmsbel. 
Tremble not so. 

Ami. 'Tis joy. Oh, I have been 

So wretched ! And to see thee when I thought 
We ne'er should meet again ! How didat thoQ find me ? 

Jul. The roaarj ! the blessed roBary 
Shone in the sun-beam, like a beacon fire, 
A guiding star 1 Thrice holy was its light 
That led me here to aave — 

Ann. ok blessings on Ijiee ! 

How ? where f what way F The iron door ia barred ! 
Where didst thon enter, Julian ?, 

JtiL. Through the casement 

Of yonder chamber. 

Ann. What 7 that grim ascent I 

That awful depth ! Didat thoa dare this for me ? 
And must I ?— But I fear not. I'll go with thee. 
I'm safe of foot, and light. Fll go. 

Jul. Thou canst not. 

Ann. Then go thyself, or he will find thee here. 
He and his rufGan band. Let na part now. 
Kiss me again. Ply, fly from Sicily ! 
That fearful man — but be is all one lie — 
Told me thy life was forfeited. 

JtTL. He told thee 

A truth. 

Abb. Oh, fly! flyl fly I 

Jul. My Annabel, 

The bloodhoonds that he laid npon the scent 
Have tracked me hither. Didst thou hear a gnnP 
Tor once the ball passed harmless. 

Ann. Art thou hurt F 
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Art Boie thou art not F 

Jul. Tes, bat they who aimed 

That death are on tho watch. Their qnanya lodged. 
We can escape them — one way — only one ! 

Ann. HowP What way P 

Jul. Aflk. not. 

Aire. Whither ? 

Jul. To — my father, 

Ann. Then he's alive— Oh, h^)pineas 1 They t«ld me 
That he was dead. Why do we loiter here ? 
Let's join him now. 

JiTL. Not yet. 

Amn. Now ! now ! Thou knoVst not 

How horribly these walls do picture to me 
The several agonies whereof my sonl 
Hath dnuii to-day. I have been tempted, Julian, 
By one — a fiend 1 tempted till I almost thought 
God had forsaken me. But thou art here 
To save me, and mj pulse beats hi^ again 
With love and hope. I am light-hearted now. 
And could kngh like a child — only these walls 
Bo crowd around me with a visible weight, 
A palpable preaaure ; giving back the forms 
Of wildest thoughts that wandered through my brab, 
Bright chattering lladness, and sedate Despair, 
And Fear the Great Unreal ! — Take me hence ! 
Take me away with thee ! 

Jul. Not yet, not yet. 

Thou aweeteat wretch ! I cannot— Dotard ! Fool! 
I must. Not yet ! not yet ! — Talk to me, Annabel; 
This ia the hour when thon wast wont to make 
Earth Heaven with bvely words ; the sunset hour. 
That woke thy spirit into joy. Once more 
Talk to me, i 
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Ajss. Ay, all day long 

When we are free. Thy voice is choked ; thy looks 
Are not on me ; thy hand doth catch and tvitch 
And grasp mine punfoUy, — that gentle hand ! 

Jul. God ! God t that right hand !— kiss it not ! 
Take thy lips &om it ! 

Ann. Const tbon save me, Jnlian? 

Thoa always doat speak troth. Canat atcve thyself? 
Shall ve go hence tt^ther F 

Jdl. Ay, one fate — 

One home. 

Ann. Why that is bliss. We shall be poor- 
Shall we not, Julian t I shall have a joy 
I never looked for ; I shall work for thee. 
Shall tend thee, be thy page, thy squire, thy all,— 
Shall I not, Julian P 

JiTL. Annabel, look forth 

Upon this glorious world ! Look once again 
On onr fair Sicily, lit by that son 
Whose level beams do cast a golden shine 
On sea, and shore, and city, on the pride 
Of boweiy groves ; on Etna's amonldering top ;— 
Oh, bright and glorioos world! and thou of all 
Created things most glorious, tricked in light. 
As the stars that live in heaven j 

Asv. Why dost thou gaze 

So sadly on me ? 

Jul. The bright stars, how oft 

They fall, or seem to faU ! The Sun— look ! look ! 
He sinks, he sets in glory. Blessed orb. 
Like thee — like thee — Dost thou remember once 
We sate by the sea-shore when all the heaven 
And all the ocean seemed one ^ow of fire 
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Bed, poiple, sa^n, melted into one 

Intense and ardent fiame, the donbtfol line 

Wlieie sea and akj sbonld meet waa lost in that 

CkiidinaOQB biightneas ; there ire sate and talked 

Of the mjtrtenoQs onion that blest orb 

Wrought between earth and heaven, of life and deaOi — 

High mjsteriea ! — and thon didst wish thyself 

A spirit sailing in that flood of light 

Straight to the Eternal Gates, didst pra; to pass 

Awaj in suoh a glorj. Annabel I 

Look out upon the burning skj, the sea 

One lucid rubj— 'tis the very hour ! 

Thou'lt be a ser^h at the Tount of Light 

Before— 

Ash. What, must I die ? And wilt thon kill me F 
Canst thon t Thou oam'at to save — 

Jul. To save thj honour! 

I shall die with thee. 

Ann. Oh no ! no ! live ! live ! 

If I must die — Oh, it is aweet to lire, 
To breathe, to move, to feel the throbbing blood 
Beat in the veins,— to look on snch an earth 
And such a heaven, — to look on thee ! Young life 
Is very dear. 

Jul. Wouldst live for I^Alba ? 

Ann. No ! 

I had forgot. I'll die. Qoiek I Quick ! 

Jul. One kiss ! 

Angel, doat thou forgive me ? 

AuN, Tes. 

Jul. Mj sword i— 

I cannot draw it. 

Ahn. Now ! I'm ready. 
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&ii^ Bketome, and Ueo Mvrderert. 

Best. Seize him I 

Yield thee, Frinoe Jolian ! Yield thee I Seize the lady. 

Jul. Oh, fetttl, fond deUy '■ Dare not oome near us ! 
Stand off I nigaaid thee, sweet. But when I M, 
Let him not triumph. 

Be&i. Yield thee. Strike him down. 

Jul. Thon canst die tlien, mj fairest. 
{The tieo Mitrderer* have now advanced elate to Julian. 

Best. Now ! 

[One of lie Murderen ilriiei at Julian udth hU ncord ; 
Annabel mtliei before him, receizei the tcaund aimed at 
him, and/alk at hit /eel. 

Ann. (Before the it tDounded.) Foi thee ! 

{Then after.) For thee! 

'Tis aweet ! {Diet. 

Jul. Fiend, bast thou slain heiF Die! die! die! 
Come on. {Figkti and killt htm. 

Bebt. Call instant help ! Hasten the Coont ! 

{Exit the otier Murderer. 
JuLLAN and Bixiosifffit, and JuuAH killt him. 

Jul. Mj wife ! 

My mordered wife i Doth she not breathe P I thought — 
M; sight is dim — Oh no 1 she's pale ! she's cold ! 
She's still ! If she were living she would speak 
To comfort me. She's mute ! she's stiff ! she's— dead ! 
Why do I shiver at the word, that am 
Death's factor, peopler of unhallowed graves. 
Slayer of all my race ! not thee ! not thee ! 
Ood, in bis mercy, goided the kemt sword 
To thy white bosom, — I could not. Lie there. 
I'll shroud thee in my Duutle. {Covering her vith il. 
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Hie nide earth 
Will veil thj beaot; nert. One kisa ! — She died 
To save me. — One kiss, Annabel 1 I slew 
The slave that killed thee, — bat the fiend, the cauB^— 
Is he not ooming F — I will chain in life 
Till I've ayenged thee ; I conld shij an army 
Now in mj strong despair. Bnt that were bkthj. 
He must wear da^era in his heart. He loved her;— 
I'll teed hia hopes— and then— Ay-^ ! ha ! ha ! 
That will be a revenge to make the fiends 
Laugh— ha I ha ! ha ! I'll wr^ me in this cloak, 

ITaJctnff one belonging to the dead bnKO. 
And in tiie twilight — So 1 — He will not know 
My voice — it frightens me ! — I have not hidden 
Thee quite, my Annabel ! There is one tresa 
Floating in apringy grace — as if — die's dead ! 
She's dead I I most not gaze, for then mj heut 
Will break before iXa time. He eomea. The stain 
Groan at his pressore. 

.SW^tD'Alba. 

D'AxBA {entering, to an Attendant.) 

Back, and watch the gate 1 — 
All's tr^iqniL Where's the traitor F 

Jul. Dead. 

I^Alba. Who slew him P 

Jul. I. 

I^Alba. And the lady, — where is she F 

JiTL. At rest. 

D'Alba. Fair Qentleoesa I After this perilous storm 
She needs most lack repose. I'll wait her here. 
Friend ! thoa hast done good aerrice to the state 
And me ; we're not ungrateful Julkn's sword 
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fails him not often ; and the elave who fied 
Proclaimed himTkitar. 

Jul. He slew tvo. 

D'AlAA. And thou 

SleVat himf Aj, time he lies in the ennined doak 
Of TOyslt;, his hanght; shroud ! Six dls 
Of rude uncostlj linen serves to wrap 
Tour common coise; but this man was bom evalJied 
In regal purple ; lived so ; and so died. 
So be he buried. Let not mine enemy 
Call me nngenerons. R^ Kim in his ennijte 
And dig a hole without the city gate 
For him and the prond Eegent. Qoiok ! I'd have 
The funeral speedy. Ah ! the slaughtering sword 
Lies by hia, brown with clotted gore. Hence ! hence ! 
And drag the CBirion wltb thee. 

JoL. Wilt thou not 

Look on the corse f 

lyALBA. I cannot wait bw waking. 

I must go feast my eyes on her fur looks— 
Divinest Annabel ! My widowed bride !— 
Where is she? 

Jul. [Ukeotiwinff tie bodf.) There. Now gaze thyself to 
hell! 
Gloat with hot love upon that beauteous dust ! 
She's safe! She's dead I 

TV fti.m Julian I 

Jul. But touch her not — 

She's mine. 

I^Alba. Oh, perfeotest and loveliest thing! 
Etcroal cnrses rest npon his head 
Who murdered tbee ! 

Jul- Off ! off ! Pollute her not ! 

She's whit« I She's pore 1 — Curses 1 Four curse for curse 



jNGoogle 



236 JDLIAN. [act V, 

On the foul morderet ! On him who torned 

The sveet soul from hei home, who slew her father, 

Honted her hnsband m a beast of prej, 

Farsned, imprisoned, lusted, left no gate 

Open MTfi that to Heaven! — Off! gaze not on her! 

Thj look is profanation. 

Enter Alfonso, Leakii, Yilobk, ^e. 

AxF. \_Sntmng.1 Here, Leanti ! 

This wa; ! Oh, sight of horror ! Julian I Julian ! 

Vai.. The Princess dead ! Why, D'Alba— 

LxAHTi. Seize him, guards. 

Lead him before the States. Thia bloody scene 
Calla for deep vengeance. 

D'Akba. If I were not weary 

Of a world that sweats under a load of fools — 
Old creaking vuLes that turn as the wind changes — 
Lords, rd defy ye ! I'd live on for ever ! 
And I defy ye now. For she is gone — 
^e glorious vision ! and the Fatriarch'a years 
Were valueless. Do with me as ye will. 
Ye cannot call back her. 

Leanti. Off with him ! 

{Exit D' Alba gvarded. 

Au. Julian! 

WEt thott not speak P 

Jul. I have been thankii^ Heaven 

That she is dead. 

Val. His wita are gone. 

Alf, My Julian, 

Look on me. Dost thou know me F Pm thy Cousin, 
Thy comforter. 

Jul. She was my Comforter I 

And now— But I do know thee ; Ihou'rt the King ; 
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The pret^ boj I lored— She loved thee too ! 

I'm gUd thoa'rt come to close mj cjes. Drew nearer 

That I ma; see th; face. Wliere art thou f 

Alf. Here ! 

Jul. Poor chilii, he weepa ! Send for the hoaonred dead 
Beside the citj gate — he pardoned me ! 
Bnij OH in one grave— all in one grave ! 
I did not till her. Strew her with white flowers. 
For she was innocent. 

Lbanti. Cheer thee ! Take hope ! 

Yal. Soise ap his head. 

Ai.ff . Mj Julian ! 

Jtji» He forgave me — 

Thou kmow'et he did ! — White flowers ! Nothing but white ! 
[Diei. 

Leahti. He's gone ! 

Alt. And I am left in the wide world 

Alone. MyJnlian! 
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SFOKBF BY MBS. CHATTBEUBT. 



Is not her lot intolerabl; hard 

Who does this pious office for the bard ? 

Who comes applauses not her own to win. 

Or pay the penance for another's sin f 

To tack, lest gentle moralisers rail, 

A drawling comment to a doubtfol tale j 

To break vith boUow mirth the sacred spell 

Which the poor poet rare^ weaves too well ; 

Or if bia sorrows haplesBl; are lan^'d at. 

Look grave for wit to throw his closing abaft at, 

Methinks our Author's sei yon shrewdlj gneas — 

" It is a lady's drama" — frankly " yes." 

Tet let no censure on her daring fall, 

When all "Life's idle business" is — to scrawl; 

Onr tender bosoms leam in songs to melt. 

And send their griefs to press — as soon as felt ; 
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No thought in lone obscurity decays, 

But dies awaj in neatly published lays ; 

No tender hope can bloom and fade nnaeen. 

It leavGB its fragrance — in a magazine ; 

The baslifnl heart, whom deep emotions bless. 

Hides its soft secrets in the daily press ; 

With hints of vell-aasom'd despair beguiles. 

And execrates mankind to win their smiles ; 

A womim sore may claim no small compsssion, 

WLo has this plea — she's only in the fashion. 

O, if the fair's prerogatiTe it be 

To watch sapicme o'er cahmmy and tea ; 

To slay an Author's hopes with daintiest sne^^. 

And change the fates of poets as of peers ; 

R^ard not ier unwomanly who seeks 

To draw down sacred tears o'er beauty's cheeks. 

Who for her sex, by artless scenes, would keep 

Its dearest right — to weep with those that weep ; 

Who if to-night her homble Hnse hath brought 

To some sad heart a train of gentle thoaght ; 

On some warm spirit shed that blest relief, 

A generous sympathy with kindred grief. 

With joy returns to life's secluded ways. 

And asks no recompense of noisier praise. 
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CHABLBS THE FIRST: 

AN HISTORICAL TRAGEDY. 

lea jFibc SUts. 
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ORIGINAL PREFACE. 



Ik the following Play I liave, without any such 
pTEiiseworthy intention on my own part, obeyed to 
the very letter the well-known Horatian precept — 
" keep your piece nine years !" 

The attempt to dramatize one of the mrat strikii^ 
events in English History, and to delineate one of 
the most remarkable chatacters that ever figured on 
the great Theatre of Life, was originally suggested 
to me by Mr. Macready, whose earnest recommen- 
dation to try my hand on Cromwell, was at a sub- 
sequent period still more strongly enforced by Mr. 
Charles Kemble ; neither of these gentlemen, whose 
judgment in dramatic affairs will hardly he disputed, 
having foreseen any objection to such an experiment 
on the part of the Licenser or the Lord Chamberlain. 
How indeed could they have cmticipated any obstacle 
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from that quarter, whcB an acted Tragedy on the 
same story and bearing the same title, written above 
sixty years ago by Mr. Havard, and frequently played 
in by John Eemble, was already in possession of the 
st^, and might have been performed without let 
ot hindrance on any night at any Theatre whether in 
Town or Country ? 

Unforeseen as it was, however, such an obstacle un- 
fortunately arose. Mr. Colman did object, not to the de- 
tails or theexecution of the piece, but to the title and the 
subject ; and as the Duke of Montrose, the then Lord 
Chamberlain, confirmed the decision of his " Reader of 
Plays" we submitted to the fiat without complaint, 
though not without remonstrance; and the Tragedy, 
instead of being produced at Covent Garden eight 
seasons ago, has remained unacted and unpublished, 
with little apparent chance of representation, until 
the spirited Manners of the Tictoria Theatre applied 
to me for pennission to bring it forward on a stage 
honourably distinguished, in this age of opera and 
spectacle, by its encouragement of the legitimate 
drama. 

In acceding to their proposal, I beg most earnestly 
imd sincerely to disavow having been influenced by 
anything like a spirit of defiance towards the Licenser 
or his of&ce. To the present Lord Chamberlain the 
whole theatrical world, and I myself more particularly, 
owe nothing but respect and gratitude. Tinder his 
administration a similar case can hardly occnr ; since, 
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however a characteristic delicaty might have with- 
held him from rescinding a declared resolution or 
nnUifying a positive decree of his noble predecessor, 
the Duke of Devonshire is too eminent for liberality 
and kindness, too tasteful and enlightened a patron 
of the act«d Drama to be led by the fear of an ima- 
ginary danger into placing fetters and shackles on an 
art which he loves. He is far more likely to foster 
and cherish an attempt to pursue, at humble distance, 
the track of those master poets of all countries, who, 
from the first Tragedy of ^Eschylus down to this very 
hour, have found the subjects of their noblest plays 
in the heart-stirring convulsions, the dark and dan- 
gerous conspiracies, the bold and daring usurpations, 
the Parricides, and the Begicides of their national 
annals. 

That Mr. Colroan's scruples arose from no ill-will 
to the writer, but were the offspring of an honest 
timidity, an over-zealous fear, I do not for a moment 
question. A Licenser must needs be somewhat of 
tm alarmist in virtue of his o£Gc«. But he who 
apprehends danger to the Monarchy from the repre 
seutation of this Play, because it embodies the trial 
and condemnation of Charles the First, will do well 
to suppress, if he can, the striking narrative of Hume. 
In the present universal difiusion of literature and 
general knowledge, the Stage has lost much of its 
ancient influence over the feelings and passions of the 
multitude. That ' democratic engine, the Press, has 
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swept away the regal sapremacy of the drama. And 
even if the Theatre were as powerful as in the days 
of old,— if the tendency of this Hay were leroln- 
tionarj, which I dray,— and if Cromwells were 
" plenty as blackbemes," which I moBt be permitted 
to doabt, — against sucli a K"ing ot William the 
Fourth, their shafts would fall Harmless. The 
Monarch who has earned, as he has done, the ttonest 
love of a whole people, may d^ the subtlest attacks 
of fanaticism and rebellion. 

Of the Tr^edy, considered as a hterary production, 
I shall say little ; that is before the reader, and most 
speak for itself. No one can be more conscions than 
I am of its numerous defects, and still more numerous 
deficiencies ; but great as ^se fiiults may be, they 
are not the result of negl%ence or carelessness. It 
would he the worst of all pedantries, female pedantry, 
were I to enumerate the very many contemporary 
writers, the Histories, Memoirs, Narratives, jud 
State Fapras, the Bonndhead Sermons and Cavaher 
Ballads j from which I have endeavoured to gather not 
merdy an accnrate outline of this great events but 
those minute and apparently trifing toiichee which 
might serve to realize the scene, and suj^ly, by a 
vivid impression of the people and iiie time, the usual 
sources of dramatic attraction, the interest of story 
and suspense, &om which I was cut off by the nature 
of my subject. 

Many of these allasioQs, those for instance to the 
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papers concealed in the stuffing of the saddle,-~to 
the sowing of the melon seeds, — to Charles's constant 
pemsal of Shakespeare whilst in prison, so prettily 
recoided bj Milton, and to the falling of the head 
of the King's stt^ in the trial 3cene,~r-are mentioned 
by the best writers, and will be immediately reo<^- 
nized by all who are any ways conversant with the 
histories of the time. 

The anecdote of Lord Broghill (afterwards Ilarl of 
Orrery), which really happened at a subsequent 
period, b less generally known. He was in London 
on a mission from Charles ihe Second during the 
early part of the Protectorate; when Cromwell dis- 
covered, confronted, converted, and employed him 
much in the manner that I have related. 

The materials of the scene of signing the warrant, 
in whioh I believe that I have given, from the mark- 
ing of Marten's cheek to the gniding of Ii^oldaby's 
hand, a v&j feithfnl version of what acfcaally oc- 
curred, are chiefly taken from the Defencea in the 
Trials of the Eegicides. It is certain that the Judges, 
after the condemnation, were panic-stmck at their 
own act; and that bat for an extraordinary exertion 
of his singular power over the minds of all with 
whom he came in contact, Cromwell would never 
have succeeded in obtaining the siguatuies of the 
Commissioners of the High Court of Justice to an 
instmment essential to the completion of this great 
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national crime, and to the purposes of his own 
ambition. 

I am not aware of having in any material point 
departed from the truth of History, escept in shorts 
ening the trial, in bringing the Qaeen to England, 
and in assigning to Henrietta the intemiption of the 
sentence, which was actually occasioned by Lady 
Fair^x; deviations, which were vitally necessary to 
the effect of the drama. I have some doubts also 
whether Cromwell did reaDy get rid of Fairfex by 
dismissing him and Harrison to "seek the Lord 
together." Hume tells the story coniidently; but 
Hume, although the most delightful, is by no means 
the most accurate of historians ; and the manner in 
which we are, by the casual mention of cotemporary 
writers, as well as by the evidence on the different 
trials, enabled to account for ahnost every instant of 
Cromwell's time during that eventful momiog, goes 
^ in my mind to disprove the cdrcum stance. But 
the incident is highly dramatic, and so strictly in 
keeping with the characters of all parties, that I 
have no scruple in assuming it aa a feet. The thing 
might have happened, if it did not, and that is excuse 
enough for the dramatist, although not for the his- 
torian. 

One word more, and I have done. In attempting 
to delineate the characters of Qiarles and Cromwell, 
especially Cromwell, on the success or failure of 
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which the Play must stand or fall, I have to entreat 
the reader to bear in mind — or I shall seem unjust 
to the memory of a great man — that the point of 
time which thia Tragedy embraces, was precisely that 
in which the King appeared to the most advantage, 
" for nothing in bis life became him like the leaving 
of it," and the future Protector to the least. Never 
throughout his splendid history were the chequered 
motives and impulses of Cromwell so decidedly evil, 
never was he so fierce, so cruel, ao crafty, so de- 
ceitful, so borne along by a low personal ambition, 
a mere lust of rule, as at that moment. I have 
endeavoured in the concluding soliloquy to depict 
the manner in which I believe him to have lulled 
and quieted hia own conscience : but if I had under- 
taken to pourtray these remarkable men at any other 
part of their career, it is certain that my drawing of 
Charles would have been much less amiable, and that 
of Cromwell much more so. 
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CiarUt I., Kiiig of England .. 

Date 0^ QUmeeattr, hit Son, a boy of seven -i ^ 

gean old , ... J 

Lard Fair/ax, Oeneral of Ike Parliatnentary \ 

Lord Saliiivy \ Conmimonen sent by the { Mr. 
Lord iSry ... > Parliament to treat j Mr. 

SirSanyFane) mtitieKing (Mt. 

liord Pretideni 

Bradtiaie 
Oliver Cromvell 

Sarriion 

Marten . 

Tichbume ..,/ VMt. 

Cooi, Solicilor to tie ConatoM Mr. 

Pride, >» Officer in tie Parliamentary Arv^ Mr. 

Eaeker, Colonel of llie Qaard Mr. 

Sir TiOBUu Herbert, a Oentleman attending ) 

ontheKing } 

Hammond, Qotemor of the hU of Wight 

Sentinel 

Servant, belonging to Cromwell 



f Judge* anointed by the \ 
Coeanom to fry tieL 
King 



r. Abbot. 

later Iforman. 

r. Selb J. 

T.Lee. 
MildenhflU. 
Debar. 
Green. 

Cat&oart. 
J. Webster. 

Bender. 
Forrester. 

G. Williams. 
Chalk. 
Addtaon. 
Thomas. 



Fleming. 
Chippendale. 



. Judgte, Officen, Soldiers, ^c. 

Henrietta Maria, Qteen of England Mra. Fiaher. 

Prineem Stitabetk, a girl of fvelve Miaa Joaepiune. 

LadjfPaUfax Miss Somemlle. 

Tie Scene it in London, except during tie latter part of the 
Fint Act, when it u laid in the ItU of Wigkt. 
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PROlOGtTE. 

WBITTEN AND SPOKEN BY MR. SEMjE. 



The world's historic glories and tlie fnte 

Of kings, and, loftier fax, the stem debate 

Of passions ; greater still, the oc^n tide 

Of thooghts and priuciplea ; events that ride 

Upon that mightj flood ; lights of the past 

That dial-shadows on the future cut ; 

These Tragedy, wise, solemn, stern, ponrtrajs 

In the Greek rerse sublime, in Sbakespeare'a native lajs. 

Oh, English Harry t did the battle-field 

Of Agiuconrt so proud a trophy yield 

As the high heart, the generous thought which he 

Hath shriu'd thee in for all eternity F 

Man and the tmth are onr proud Muse's theme : 
No witchcraft yision, no light fwiy dream 
Calls up the spirit of Chailes, and bids it pass 
As a dim shadow o'ei the magic glass ; 
Even as he was he is, sealing with blood 
The right divine of kings ; she, whom he wooed 
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In Lis few honn of jo; imd mirth, is here. 
And weeps their snfferinga in no fancied tear ; 
A thing whose beaat; is fragility. 
Wrestling with inm-handed destb j : 
And, as thoogti Destiny himself, ezprest 
In some dark hunan form, had come to vi'est 
Sceptrea and powers and love and Uvea from men. 
Here, all-controlling, Cromwell atanda again. 

And can these mighty scenes with trembling hand 
Be painted ? or in colonrs such as stand 
One moment in the rainbow, soft and fair ? 
Can corioos words these awful themes declare ? 
No : firm the hand and bold mnet be the pen 
That wields the passions of those fearful men 
Whose bold hypocrisy dlar'd Heaven and Hell ; 
Even as they spoke, their speech the Mose sh^ tell 
Poor pigmy fear tliis story must disgrace. 
The Titan wanings of a giant race. 
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A* JparlmMt i» WUUiall. 

Enter Ibxtok, HAKBtsoir, and Fbisi, to Dowkk am 
Mabiex. 

Dov. Welcome to London, Iietou ! de&rly welcome 
To f sir Wliitehall ! Hanison! Pride! Where loiters 
The valiant Qeneral t 

Ibe. He alighted with ns . 
Three honn agone. 

Mak. What, three honrs hate, and still 
In harness ! Know je not your ooat of mail 
Is out of date F Go, doff your umour quick, 
Proride ye ci»il anits, grave dvil auits. 
Sad rcrerend dvil auits. 

Pbidb. What meaa'at thou P 

Dow. Seek 
Meaning oi Harry Uarten ! Tosh ! Where tanies 
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The pioaa Cromwell ? 

Ib£. He is busied still 
Disposing tlie tired soldieiy. 

Ma&. Disbondijig 
Will be tiis business soon. The labbard people. 
And the smug citizens, tire grown awear; 
Of this rough war. Ye most learn gentler trtkdea 
If je would thtive. Peace is the cry, mj masters ; 
Peace and the King ! 

Dow. The Newport treaty speeds ; 
So ^ is sure. 

Hab.. But we bring Tiotorj 
To the good cause. Cromwell hath passed careering 
From hold to hold, sweeping as with a besom 
The foul mal^nants from the land. The North 
Is ours horn sea to sea. 

Dow". "Tis a brave leader ; 
But peace is ever the best victor;. 

EitUr Cbouwsll. 

Mak. In good time comes the General, Valiant Crom- 
well, 
Thy praise was on our lips. 

Crom:. Not mine ! not mine ! 
Praise to the Lord of Hosts, whose mighlj shield 
Bucklered us in the battle, whose right arm 
Strengthened na when we smote ! Praise to the Lord ! 
For Hia poor instruments, the meanest soL3ier 
Doth TTJH great duty ; we no more. My masters. 
Have ye no news astir P News, the prime staple 
Of yonder tattling city P 

Mar. Aj ; the worat 
Is that the Commons grow bom day to day 
More doubtful of the army, more posaessed 
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'Bj canting presbyters. 

Ire. Nome not the Cammans, 
A jeabus crew, whose euTioua hate descends 
'Twixt every pause of feai on qb their loatiied. 
Despised defenders. Were there but oae head 
To the whole annj, they would turn to troth 
An elder tyrant's wish, and chop it off. 
Despots who prate of liberty ! — 

Hae. Worse, worse ! 
A godless yet intolerant crew, who rear 
O'ei the down-fallen Chnrch that blacker idol, 
A conscience-fettering Presbytery. 

Cbo«. Sir, 
Th(7 shall be qnelkd. Power, howsoerer called. 
Is still the subtlest snaie the Tempter weaves 
For man's &ail, sinful soul. Save me from power! 
Grant me to follow still, a lowly soldier 
In the great cause ! The Commons shall be queUed. 
What other news F 

Dow. The best is that the King 
And the Commissioners draw near a godly 
And salutary peace. The King hath bent 
His will in a wise humbleness ; and now — 

Cbom. I joy to hear thee aay ao. What I the Lord 
Hath turned bis heart, and be hath yielded up 
His hau^ty prelates, his ill councillors. 
The popish mummery of his chapel ? 

Dow. Nay, 
Not yet ; but he hath promised. 

Cbom. Promised! Oh, 
The King hath promised ! 

Mas.. WeUP 

Cbom. And ye believe ? 

Dow. Wouldst have us doubters P 
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Ceoil In good sootL, not I ! 
Beliere who can ! j&teteje net him free 
Look to the Btnffing of hia saddle, search 
The waste leaves of his prayer-book, lest ye find 
Some TOW to JSenrietto, aome shrewd protest^ 
Some antedated scroll to throw Uie shadow 
Of a plain lie before his words. Search I search ! 
It is a prudent King, tliat casts aboot him 
To rid him of his enemies. Search, I saj. 

Bow. Why, Cromwell, thou szt bitter. 

Ckou. Heaven forefend t 
I liked Charles Stuart well. I &m of the fools 
Whom Habit counts amidst her slaves; that love, 
For old acquaintance sake, each long-known pest 
And close familiar evil. I liked him well ; 
The better that his proud dis^acions speech 
Seemed to my plain and downright aimpleness 
As honest as mine own. Ye all ronember 
What friends we were at Holmby. Harrison 
And e'en my loving ViTumftn deemed I wosed 
Faint in the canse. But rightly it is written 
In the one Holy Book, Put not thy trust 
In Princes. 

Ike. Yet is he in Carisbtooke 
A present danger. Bonnd yon prison isle 
Lurk spies and plots and treasons. Every breeze 
Comes pregnant with qoick rumoorH ; evMy ear 
Is bent to listen ; every eye is turned 
On those grey walls. 

Ceom. I grant ye. Bnt astir. 
Free as the breeze to traverse sea and land, 
Creep in our councils, sweep across our camps, 
Were the King harmless then? Yet thou art right; 
He's dangerous in Corisbrooke. 
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TTm. Dismisi him; 
Send him abrotid unkinged ; w drive him forth 

Aa AmttTiah 

Cbom. (Aiide.) H»t And tbe; slew him I 

M<R. What, send him to seek sncconi in each court. 
From papal Rome to san^ Muscovy, 
Till he diall burst on us in triumph, heading 
Eniope's gnat armament ? 

Ike. Wert thoa a soldier. 
And in this caose, thoa wouldst cry Welcome, Marten, 
To BQcb an annament. 

Hab. With His great help. 

Cbok. Ay, vith His help, and in this caose, if union 
Dwelt in the land. Bnt this is idle talk. 
The King is dangerous ; dangerous on the throne, 
Dangeroos in prison, dangerous abroad. 
At home and eveiywhere. let this is idle. 
We must abide the Commons' treaty. 

Hab. Wherefore 
Lifts not the arm; the strong hand of power. 
Over these stiff-necked rulers f Put them down. 
Tread out the firebrands. 

Iee. B&ther move the Commons 
To bring the King to trial. 

Cbox, Who said that ? 

MiB. 'Twas bravely spoken. 

Cbok. Who said that? 

Dow. The words 
Sounded like treason. 

Cboil Sic, had we met here 
To compass such intent, the very thought 
Had been a treason. But the words fell straij^t 
Midst OUT unconscious hearts, mqnompted, quick. 
Startling even him who spake them, — liie the Are 
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That lit the Barning Boih. A dgii from Heavea 1 
Direct from HenTen ! A. comfortable light 
To oar benighted spirits ! As I wrestled 
In pra^ this morning, when I would hare cried 
For men^ on Charles Stmtrt, my parched tongoe 
Clave to m; month. A token from on high I 
A star lit ap to guide us ! 

Mah. Tet the Commons 
Will soarceiy echo this rapt strwn. The Kii^ 
Hath friends amongst ns. 

Has. Fear not. He who sent 
This impulse on His servants will know how 
To turn all hearts. 

Dow. Ye will not slay the King ? 

Crojl Life hangs not on onr lips ; yet smely, Sir, 
I hope to spue him. Friends, we must not sleep 
Over such stirring business. Downes, go thou 
For Bradshaw, that resolved tad learned and wise 
And godly htw-man. Thoo art like to find him 
At the Guildhall. Bay we would speak with him. 

ISlil DOWUBS. 

Harrison ! — Downes went forth as one who loves not 
His errand — Lacks he zeal F 'Tis a brave soldier. 
And yet — Follow him. Marten ; and return 
With Bradsbaw hither. We shall need thy counsel. 
Delay not. — 

[Exit Uartbh. 
Harrison! thou truest soldier 
Of the good cause, to thee we trust the charge 
Of guarding our great prisoner. Make thee r«ady 
For a swift journey. I'll confer with thee 
Alone afore thou goest. 

Hab, Should I not see 
The General? 
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Ckom. Wlerefore P Hence. 

[Exit Habaisom. 
[To Pbide.] Naj, Colonel, go not ! 
I'd apeak with thee, good Colonel. Keat thee, aon, 
I'd speak with thia good Colonel. 

Pbi. I attend 
Your Eicellencj'a pleasure. 

[^Duriitff tie next fey) Speech^! CbomwbI:L walk» up and 
doiBtt the Slage, nme speaking to Aimielf, note looking at 
the Weather, now mHng questions, leithout attending to 
the anmeers, evidently absorbed in thought. 

Cbom. Aj, the light 
Mercniial Harry Uarten stud bat sooth ; 
They are unripe for this great charge. It shall be — 
And jet — What is the hour P 

Pei. Upon the stroke 
Of one, 

Ibe. He listens not. Look how he searches 
The weather with unseeing eyes. 

CbOJI. "Tis atonny. 

Pei. Nay a bright day. 

Ibe, He heara not. 

Ceom. Sweep them off. 
And the whole game is ours ! Bnt — Which w^ blows 
The wind P 

Pbi. Right &oni the santh. 

Cbou. It must be, shall be. 
Iieton, I gave thee yesterday a scroll 
Of the malignauts in the Commons — Hark ye I 
The Commons, our great masters I If Charles Stuart 
Have friends in Engknd, he will find them there 
'Uid those self-seekers. 

Pbi. Wherefore not arraign 
The Tfing before the Conncil f 
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Cboh. Sir, ve need 
The Conunoiu' name. I woold not Qui oni jnirt 
And ri^teoDB canse lacked any form of lav 
To atartle tender cotuciences. I have thought 
Afore of tbia. Didst ever see the thiaaher 
mnnow the diaff from the full groin F Good Colonel, 
ThjBelf sbalt play the hagbandman to cleanse 
This sample of fool com. Take yonder scroll. 
And with h troop of horse, go post thyself 
Beside the Commons' door, and seize each mm 
Whose name stains that white parchment. Treat all well, 
Bnt let none enter. 

Pbi. And my warrant t 

CnoM. Sir, 
My word. If any qneation, say the Qeneral — 

Psi. Lord Ftdifax f 

Cbou. Ay, the good Lord General 
Sbidl hear of thy good serrioe. Pear it not. 
Myself shall tell him. Thy good service, dearer 
Than half a dozen battles ; better worth 
And riohlier guerdoned. Haste I Lord Oxej of Gtoby 
Will add thee to detect the knaves. Away I 
Full mai^ a goodly manor shaU change masters 
To-morrow 'fore the sequestrators. 

[£ri< Pbidi. 

Ibx. Sol 
That work will be well done. 

Cboil I loathe myself 
That I emph^ the mercenary tool ; 
Bnt we are in onr great aims justified, 
Onr hi^ and holy pnrpose. Saints and prophets 
Have need uncleanly instroments. Good son, 
Keep between Fairfax and these men. The weak 
Wife-iidden fiiintling would demnr and dally. 
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And pause at every step, and then draw back. 
Unapt for good or iU. He must know nonght. 

Be-f»ler Habbison omj Feidx. 

What make ye here again ? 

Fbi, Dost thon not hear ? 
A mutiny amongst the soldiers. 

Bar. Naj, 
Bnt half a score malignanta, who wonld fain 
Stir up the soldieiy. 

Cbou. And th^ f 

Har. They Usten, 
But more sot. 

Cbok. Seize the traitors. Shoot th«n dead ; 
If any muimnr, still them too. Let death 
Follow offence as closely as the soniid 
Of the harqnebuas the flash. Att thon not gone F 
"What stops thee P 

Hak. Be more meroifol 

Cbom. Why this 
Is mercy. If thou saw'at one, match in hand 
Approach a mine hollowed beneath some rich 
And popnlons town, wouldst strike ^i<" dowu at ouce. 
Or wait till he had fired the train? 

Has. At once I 
At once! 

Cbom. Well ? — Go thon too, fair son ! away 1 
m follow on the instant. Look I find 
The gaUty quiet. 

[Exmnl Habbisok and Ibxtdh. 
We have been too easy 

And fostered malcontenta. Yet this swift vengeance 
irai strike a wholesome terror, and the echo 
May reach to higher miscreants. Good Colonel, 
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Thou loiterest oTBrlang, Go, block the door 
And let none pass. Be aore thou let none paa 
I tanst to jon poor traitora. Let none pass. 



An ApartstetU in Qrriibrooie CatiU. 
The King and Herbbbt. 

KiHG. Herbert! 

Herb. Mj liege. 

King. Put np mj book, I wait 
The grave Commiasionere, and to be seen 
Poring o'er Shakespeare's page — Oh, heinous sin ! 
Inexpiable deadly sin ! 

Hbkb. Tout Grace 
Speaka cheerily. 

KiKG. Whj I have fed my thoughts 
On the sweet woodland tale, the lovely tale 
Of Arden Forest, till the peaceful end, 
The gentle comfortable end, hath bathed 
My very heart in annsHne. We are here 
Banished aa the old Duke, and &icnds come round. 
And foes relent, and ctdm Forgiveness hangs. 
An Angel, in the air, to drop her bahn 
On all OUT woonds, I thank thee, royal spirit, 
Thrice princely poet, from whose Ughteat scene 
Kings may draw comfort. Take yon sprig of bay 
And lay between the leaves. I marvel much 
Where loiter the Commisaionera. 

Hbeb. Tone Grace 
Hath vanquished them ao often that they creep 
Fearfully to the field — a beaten foe. 
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Kma. Nay, we are near agi-eod. I have granted more 
Than tliej durst hope for. The; set forth bnla; 
Bearing my answer to the Conuuons. Look 
To see a sndden peace. Many wiB deem 
I have yielded overmnch; bnt I keep qnick 
The roots of kingly power, albeit the boughs 
Be shrewdly lopt. And then to see i^ain 
My wife, my children, to reward my poor 
And faithful serranta, t« walk free, to reign ! 
Look to Bee sudden peace. 

Hebb. Heaven speed the day ! 
Yet, Sire — forgive my fear ! — would thou hadst ta'en 
IV proffered means of safety, had escaped 
This ialaod prison ! 

EiHO. What 1 when I had pledged 
Uy word, my royal word I Fie ! fie ! good Herbert ; 
Better, if danger were, a thousand-fold 
Perish even here than forfeit that great bond 
Of honour, a Eii^s word. Fie I fie ! Yet sooth 
Thou mean'st me kindly, Herbert. Ha ! the sea. 
That day and night hath chafed so angrily,' 
leaking around us with so wild a coil, 
An elemental warder, smiles again, 
Uerrily dancing in the cold keen light 
Of the bright wintry San. We shall have boats 
From England. 

TTwRB One hath hmded, Sire. 

Ejus. And they 
Uay bear my meaaage vithont pause. Who comes ? 

Enter Hauuond. 
HiK, May't please yon. Sire, the high Commissioners 
Crave andieiLce of your Majesty. 
EmQ. Admit them. 

TOL. I. N 



jNGoogle 



266 CHABLES I. [act I. 

Enter Loos Saussttbt, Lobd Sat, Sir Hak&i Vamb, and 
other Commiitioners, tome of tkea HGniileri. 
See, Vane hath lost hia irawa ! We Bhall have peaoe. 
Good-morrow, my good Lord of SaJiabnrj ! 
Lord Say, Sir Hany Yaiie, and gentles all, 
A fair good-morrow. The eon amiks at last 
Upon our meeting. 

Say. Smuhine after storm ; 
A happj omen. Sire, a type of peace. 

Salis. Tet donda are gathering. 

Sat. Tn^ ! the noon-day siui 
Will overcome them. 

Vahb. Cease this heathesiah talk 
Of omens. Hath yonr Grace prepared yoor answer 
To the proposals of the Commons ? 

King. Beach 
Ton paper, Herbert. Set ye forth to-day F 

Vaub. With the next tide, 

EiHO. So speed ye wind and wave. 
And send ye swiftly henee, and awiftUer back 
Blest messengers of peace, winged like the doTe 
That bore the olive token. T^e my answer, 
A frank compliance with each article 
Save twain, save only twain. 

Say. And they — I pray thee 
Be wholly gracious. Sire 1 Peril not thns 
Yonr countiy'B weal, yoor freedom, and yonr onnm. 
By timeless reservation. 

Emo. I hare yielded 
Power and pierogativB, and state and wealth, 
for my dear country. All that was mine own. 
All that was mine to give, I &tely gave ; 
That I withhold is of the conscience. Look 
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'On these white hura, and think if one so signed, 
Marked for the grave, ma; for the vain reapect 
Of crowns or kingdoms offer ap hia friends 
Or bis old worship. Mark me : I'll not yield 
A man of thttt devoted seven, nor bate 
&. word of mj accustomed prayer, to save 
M.J limbs from cankering fetters, or win back 
That velvet prison, a throne. No more of this . 
Bear ;e the treaty. Sin ; and use bnt half 
That goodly gift of eloquence for me 
That ye to me have shown, and be bat heard 
With half the grace, and we shall meet fnll soon 
Subject and King, in peace, in blessed peace. — 

[Hassison heard teithoMt. 
Whoso asks entrance with so wild a din ? 
Give him admittance qoickly. 

Vabb. Tet, my liege. 
For these seven cavaliers — 

EiKO. No more I no more ! 
ThoD hast my answer. — B; the iron tread 
A soldier. 

Enter Bjinaiaas. 

S tT.ra Harrison ! What brings thee hither ? 

TTt-it A aad and solemn message to yonr prisoner. 

Emo. Speak ont thy tidings. Speak thine errand. Sir. 
I am strong-hearted — Sovran privilege 
Of them that tower so high I — Strong as yon eagle 
IliAt nests among the cliffs. 1 have borne loads 
That wonld have annk a meaner man in gnlphs 
Of deep despair. Thine errand. Stop ! Who sent thee F 

HiB, The Commons. 

EiNS. Now thine errand. 

TTiiL. To demand 
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The bod; of Charlea Stoart, lOQiettme Xing 
Of England — 

King. Sometime King F 

Hab. Whom I attach 
Of treason. 

Kino. Treawm and the King ! Off, Sir ! 
I warn thee touch me not. Some natures feel 
A shoddering loathing at cold-blooded watmi, 
Snakes, aspica, Tipera, toads— m; flesh doth creep 
And ahiver if the reptile man approach 
Too doselj. Show thy wanant. 

Hak. Look yon. Sir, 
The warrant he obeyed. 

Vane. Dost thon not see 
(To SiUsBDnr.) The master hand of Cromwell in this de ed P 
(To Habjuson.) Where is the General ? 

Hab. Come Tictorious home— 
KnoVst thou not that ? — to lend his pioos aid 
To onr great wort. 

Saiis. But thou art from the Commons, 
Sot from the Council— sure thon saidst the Commons F 
And thej were earnest for the treaty. 

Has. Ay, 
But in that goodly field grew tares, rank tares. 
Which have been weeded out : stiff presbyters. 
Bitter malignante, and those sens of wrath 
Who falter in the better path — dead boughs 
Upon a nobb tree. Some fifty horse 
Swept off the rubbish. 

Sat. But the men are safe F 

Eak. Even as thyself. — Now, Sir, bast thou mong^ 
Studied yon parebmentF 

Kme. Treason I to arraign 
& crowned King of treason ! I am here 
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Treating vitii these same Commons on the ftidth. 

The general faith of nations. I appeal 

To ye, my foes ; to thee, mj gaoler. What ! 

Stuid ye all mate F high lords and learned lawmen, 

And reverend rninist^^ ? Ye had glifa tongues 

For snbtle a^ument, and treasonous craft. 

And cobweh sophistry. Hare ye no word 

For faith, for honour ? not one word f Shame ! shame I 

Yahe. We are the Commons' servants, and moat needs 
Obey thdi mandates. 

Say. Yet with grief of heart — 

Hab. Silence! 

Kcro. Ay, silence ! Sir, I tbank thee yet 
That sparest me that sharpest injary 
A traitor's pity. For that gentle deed 
I yield me gently to thy hands. Lead on 
Where'er thon wilt ; I follow. 

Has. Straight to London. 
To bide thy trial 

KiKG. What 1 will they dare that P 
Doth not the very thought, the very word 
Appal the rebels ? Trial 1 When we meet 
Con&outed in that r^ol Hall, the King 
And bis revolted subjects, whoso then 
Shall be the Jui^ ? The King. Whoso make inquest, 
Wboso condemn, and whoso fling a pardon, 
A Bcomfol pardon on yonr heads F The King, 
The King, I tell ye, Sira. Come on! 1 pant 
To meet these lodges. For ye, solemn modcera. 
Grave mea of peace, deceivers or deceive4 
Sincere or fcJse boots little, fare ye weE ! 
Yet give me yon vain treaty — Kow, by Heaven 
I shame to have communed with ye 1— This slight paper. 
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^Hiat shivers at a toncli, is tongli aitd firm 
Mated with such as je. Bear to the Commons, 
Your mast^s, jon torn fotgrnents, fitting tjpe 
Of their dirided factiona I — fitting tjpe 
Of ye, men of a broken faith ! Farewell 1 
I wait thy pleasure. Sir. 



END 01 ACT I. 
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Tie Painted Chamher. A TahU at tehici are ieated Coamig- 
tionen, Lauyeri, ^e. ; a OotMc Windoa beUnd t&e Table, 
through viAiei objects that past may be tee». 

Bbadseaw, Paissai, Iketok, Dowhes, Cook, Masten, 
TiCHBUBSB, ^. 'FusxiXcotHetJbnear'J./olloiriedby'B&AD- 
SHAT, Ibbton, and Dowhes. 

Fair. Soon as the day be fixed, apprize me. Sin; 
Tlie halberdiBra shall wait ;e. 

Bbas. Good mj lord. 
Thou wilt not leave ns F When did FairEax fly 
A post of dtuigetf and hia honoured name 
Stands fonauoat in oni roll. 

I Am. Sit, I am swom 
The soldier of the Commons, and sa soldier 
Obey them loyally. All that yo need 
for state or for defence in this sad pageant 
Our camp shall fnmiah. Save their General, 
Toa ma; cominand the army. For this trial 
I like it not I am no gownsmaiL Sirs, 
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The balberdieis shall wait ;e. 

[Exit Faixiaz. 

Mar. WliAt a nice 
And peevish consoienoe Fairfax bean [ Will send 
Arms, horaes, men, to escort the priBoner, line 
The Conct, defend the judges, guard the scaffold — 
If so oar wisdom wills — jet hold himself 
Content and harmless, so his single voice 
Swell not the general doom. 

Dow. Yet 'tis a wise 
And noble gentleman. 

Brad. Tosh ! a good sword-blade, 
Keen in the field, bnt at the council daU 
And heavy as the scabbard. 

Lo I where cornea 

One whose bright spirit knows no dimness. Cromwell! 

C&ou. Hear je the news, m; masters F Harrison, 
That bold and zcalons soldier of our Israel, 
Is here. 

Bhad. Where is the King P 

Cboh. The King of Kings 
Delivers him onto ns. Harrison 
Awaits his landing. We most be pnpared 
For instant trial. (Sad am I and proud 
To greet with looks so firm and resolnte 
This full and frequent council. 

Bbad, let jou met 
A great one who forsakea ns, 

Cbom. The Lord GeneralP 
Why on the battle-da; snch loss might canoe 
An hour's perplexity. Now— Hark ye, Sira ! 
Passing awhile Lord Fairfax' door I saw 
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TheQaeen. 

Ikb. In England ! Didst thtni see her face ? 

Gbok. No. But I knew her b; the wanton curls, 
The mincing delicate step of pride, the gait 
Erect and lofty. 'Twas herself, I saj. 
Vain Jezabel I 

Dow. At Fair&i' gate ! Alas ! 
Poor ladjt 

Cboh. (JtiJe.) Ha ! And must we watch thee too ? 
No vord of this, good Sirs. 

[Ooiiiff to tie table. 
Why, Master Cook, 
'What needs this long indictment F Seems to me 
Thou dost mistake our cause. The crime is not 
A trivial larceny, where some poor thief 
la fenced and hemmed in by a form of words 
In tedious repetition, endless tinlrs 
Of tiie strong chain of law, leat at some loophole 
The paltry wretch escape. We try a King, 
In the stem name of Justice. Fting aside 
These cumbering sabtleties, this maze of words. 
And in brief homely phras^ such as the soldier 
Uay con over his watchfire, or the milk-maid 
Wonderingly mnnniir as she tends her kine. 
Or the young boy tiace in hia first huge scroll. 
Or younger girl sew in her sampler, say 
That we arraign Charles Stuart, Eiug of England, 
Tor warring on his people. Let this deed 
Be clear and open as beseems Hie men 
On whom the Lord hath set His seal Besides 
That will let loose thy stream of eloquence 
Ice-bound by this cold feezing plea. What says 
Our learned President f 

Bbad. Thou art right. Thon art right, 

N 3 
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Out &ir intent needs not a veil. Be snre 

He Bholl liave noble trial and speed;, sach 
As maj beaeem a King. 

Dot. Wliat is his bearing f 

GaoM. Beaolred and oonfldent. Lately at Windsor, 
Eating a SpaniBh melon of choice flaTour, 
He bade liia eerrant Heriwri: send the seeds 
To be sowed strajght at HamptoiL 

MtB. Many men 
Plant acoma for their succeBSors; this King seta 
A gourd. 

Cbom. The Prophet's gourd. We are all mortal. 
Sow bat a grain of miiBtaid, the green thing 
Which soonest springs from death to life, and thoa 
Shalt vither ere the leaflets shoot. 

Ibe. TheEing 
Deems that ye dare not try liim. 

Bead. Dare not I Cromwell 
How soon dost think — 

Cboic. Was't not the plash of oars ? 

Bbu). Cromwell I 

Ike. Ee hears thee not. His sense rejects 
All sound save that for which with snoh intense 
And passionate zeal he listens. See his oheeli 
Qnivets with expectation. Its old hne 
Of mddy brown is gone. 

Cboh. Hail 1 Hark ! my matters ! 
He is come ! He is come ! We are abont to do 
A deed whioh shall draw on ns questioning eyes 
From the astonied nations. Men shall gaze 
Afeared and wondering on this spot of earth. 
As on a comet in the Heavens, fatal 
To kings of old. Start je ? Why at the first 
I started, as a man who in a dreiam 
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Sees indistiuct imd terrible grim fonns 

Of deatii and danger float before his glazed 

And vrondering eyes ; bat tiien as one who wakes 

The inspiring light fell on me, and I aav 

The guiding hand of Pnmdence visibly 

Beckoning to the great combat. We are His soldiws 

Following the Clond by day, the Fire by night : — 

And shall we not be constant ? We are arrayed 

Against the stiff combined embodied spirits 

Of ptdaey and tyranny : — Shall we not 

BebddP 

ITieKaio, Hebsebt, 'Z^ssKiss,^e.pait tke teindoK. 
See ! See ! he passes 1 So shall pssa 
The oppressor &om the earth. His Teiy shadow 
The Tery traces of his foot are gone. 
Anil tlie English ground is free, the English air 
Free, &ee ! — AH praise be to His mighty name ! 
This is the crowning work. 

[Tie SeeiK eloaet. 



SCENE II. 

A Oallery Uadiiui to the Kau^s Primit. 

Tie Queen, Ladi Fairfax, a Ssntinbl. 

Lu>T F. Another gnard ! The pass-word that hath serred 
us 
Huoagb court, and gate, and hall, will fitil ns here; 
This is the inunediate prison of the King, 
Say, Boyal Madam, had we best accost 
Yon sentinel? 

QuEEM- Theprisonof theEingI 
And I have lived to hear those words that pierce 
My heart like da^ers spoken fomiliaiij. 
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As she would m; good da; oi fare je well I 
Tlie prison of the King ! England hath beea 
Eia prison — bnt this one leads — My Lady Faiifox 
Commaud him to admit ne. 

Laj>y !F. He draws nigh. 

Sest. Fair mistresses how won je heie ? This gtdloy 
Leoda to the prisoner's ohambets. 

Last F. We woold see him. 
Ailrajt OS. 

Sbnt. Be ye frenetic P know ye not 
That, save the Lords Conmussioners, none date 
Approach the prisoner ? 

QuEEM. Say the King. 

Bekt. Who art tboa 
lliat speak'st with such command F 

Last F. Enow'st tbon not tu? 
Thy General's wife. 

Sekt. I am of Cromwell's sohliers. 
And own no woman's rule. 

QuBEK. Admit ns, slave ! 
I am the Queen, thy Queen, the Queen of Engkud! 
Make way. 

Sekt. Stand back I say. 

QvEEK. I am a wife 
Seeking her husbaud in his prison. Soldier, 
If thou have a man's heart ! 

Ladt F. Here's money for thee — 
Admit her. 

Sent. I have fought in twenly fields 
A veteran of the cause. Put up your gold. 
And, Madam, please you home ! 

QuEBB. Here is my home, — 
My husband's prison gate. I'U lire here, die here. 
Here wiU I watch without as he witliii^ 
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Till deatli, the great deliverer comes to &ee 

The captdTea. Thia shall be mj grave. Charles ! Charles ! 

Lull F. Peace ! Peace 1 

QnsEH. I thought I heard him. Charlea ! mj Charles 1 
HyKingl If; husband ! 

Sran;. There are man; chambers 
Between thee and the King. I pr'ythee hence I 

Last F. Madam, take patience. 

Queen. Charles I He must be dead 
Already, that he answers not. 

Enter Cboicwsuh 

Chom. What means 
Thia clamorous din of female tongaes ao near 
"Die prison of the King P The Ladj Fairfax ! 

QuEBB. Cromwell! 

Cboh. The Queen ! 

QuBZN. Cromwell, I hated thee, 
Yet open yonder door, and Pll pray for thee 
All mj life long. Yon churlish aentinel — 

Cbou. Did but his duty. Lead her to her husband. 

QnEEH. Be qoicl ! Be quick ! 

Cbou. The word is Naseby. 

QuEBN. On! 
Be quick. Be qniek ! 

[Sxetml Queen and Sentinel. 

CxoH. Now, my good Lady Fairfax, 
Right well beaeemeth Chriatian charity 
To succour them that suffer; howaoe'er 
Midst strict professoia it may breed some marvel 
That one so famed for rigid sanctity, 
The gravest matron of the land, shonld herd 
With yonder woman. 

Lady F. With the Queen P 
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Cxox. A papist 1 
A rank idolater ; a mnmmiiig masquer ; 
A troller of Ivwd songs ; a wanton dancer ; 
A vain upholder of that strength of Satan 
The playhouse. The; t^t be so eminent 
As thou will find malignen ; 'tis the curse 
Of our poor folleo nature. £e not seen 
Holering about these walls. I apeak in love 
Of the Lord General. 

Ladt F. He Lord General, 
And man; a godl; minister, and I, 
Weak woman thoogb I be, monm that these walls 
Should come between the Eing and people. Peace 
Had been a holier bond. 

CxoH. Peace ! that our General 
The good Lord Fairfax, Captain of the goani. 
Should tend the popish ladies to theii mass ;— 
A high promotion I Peace 1 that erecj dtingeon 
May swann with pious miniatera ; forget they 
Their old oppressions P Peace ! that the grave matron 
The Lady Fairfas may with troubled thoughts 
Sit wituesa of lewd revels ; mock and scorn 
Of the light dames of the chamber, and the lordliugs 
Their gallants ; — popinjays who scoff and jeer 
At the st^ solemn port, the decent coif, 
The modest kerchief. I have heard anch jeers 
When yon gay Queen hath laughed. 

Ladi F. Laughed! Hath she dared! 
Vain minion! 

Cbox. And to see thee with her I Thou 
That shouldst have been a Jael in this land, 
A Deborah, a Judith ! 

Ladt F.. May, we live 
Under a milder kw. Whate'er theii criiaes. 
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Ui^ not this blood; trial. 

Cboh. WhoBo aaith 
That the tml shall be blood; ? He who reads 
All hearts. He only knows how m; BOn] yearns 
Toward yonder pair. X seek them dow, a friend. 
With friendly proffers. Afl we reach thy coach 
I'll tell thee more. Come, Madam ! 



SCENE III. 

The Einff'i ApaHment). 

Th« King and Hebsebt. 

KtMQ. Herbert ! 

Hes. Ah' pleaae your Majesty. 

KmB. Cro seek 
The General. 

Heil FairfaiF 

King. Cromwell ! Cromwell ! say 
The King commands his presence. 

[Es^ Herbert. 
To fore-nm him. 

To plunge at once into this stormy sea 
Of griefs, to summon my great foe, to front 
The obdurate Commons, the fanatic army, 
E»en the mock Judges, they who date to reign 
Over a King, to breast them all ! Then trial. 
Or peace 1 Death or the crown ! Rest comes' with either 
To me and En^and, comfortable rest. 
After my many wanderings. 

Enter the Queen. 
Henrietta 1 

My wife; my Queen, is't thou f Is't not a dream ? 
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For I have dreamed so, and awakened — ^Heaven 

Shield me from such a waldng ! Is't a tnith ? 

QuMN. Do not mj teats give answer f Did tliat vision 
Rain drops of joj like these ? 

£iira. To see tlieo here 
Is to he Toong and free again, again 
A bridegroom and a King. 

QuESN. Ever mj Tting ! 

EiNO. I have beard nothing li^ that voice of hope 
Since we were parted. 

Qdebk. Wherefore dost thou paose F 
Why gase on me bo monmfnllj F 

Knro. Alas! 
TboD art pale, m; Henrietta, veiy p^e, 
And this dear band tJiat was so round and fair 
Is thin and wan — Oh, ver; wan ! 

Queen. Twaa pining 
Tot thee that made it so. Thinl on the cause. 
And thon'lt not mourn its 1168(1(7. 

King. And this grief. 
Will lull her [ Joined to any other man 
She might have lived on in her loveliness 
For half an age. She's mine, and she will die. 
Oh, Qiia is a sad meeting ! I have longed 
Have prayed to see thee — now— Would thou wast sate 
In France again, my dear one ! 

Queen. Say not so. 
I bring thee comfort, safety. Holland, France, 
Ate firmly with thee ; save the army, all 
This rebel England is thine own ; and e'en 
Amid the army some the greatest, some 
That call themselvea thy judges. 'Tisthe turn 
Of fate ; the reflux of the tide. 

King. Foi^ not 
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That I am a prisoner, sweet one ; a foredoomed 
Discrowned priBOner. As erewhile I passed 
Sadly along, a soldier in his mood 
Spat on me : none rebuked hita ; none oried shame ; 
None cleft the coward to the earth. 

QnxBK. Oh, traitors 1 
Oh, sacrikgions rebels I Let mj lips 
Wipe off that scorn. Mj Charles, thou shalt resnme 
Tby state, shall sit enthroned, a jadge, a King, 
Even in the solemn Hall, the lofty seat 
Of their predeetinBd treason. For thy life 
It is assured — Lord Brof^iill and a baud 
Of faitUol oaTaliere — Bat thou shalt reign. 
King. Dost thou remember Cromwell? Ere tho 
quitted'st 
England he waa most like the delving worm 
Hypocrisy ; that slough is oast, and now 
His str^ig and shining wings sou high in air 
Ab proud ambition. First demand of him 
What King shall leign. 
QcxEN. He is my tmst. 
EiBO. Hast seen him F 
QuEXH. He sent me to thee now. 
EiHO. Hat wherefore F But Pre learned to tmst i 
nought 
Save Heaven. Since thon art here, I am content 
To live andreign, bat all in'hononr. I'll 
Renonnoe no creed, resign no Mend, abandon 
No right or liberty of this abnsed 
Uisguided people ; no, nor bate one jot 
Of the old prerogative, ny prinlege. 
The right dirine of kings. Death were to me 
As welcome as his pleasant evening rest 
To the poor way-worn traveller ; — And yet 
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I bin would live for thee— Cheer up, fair wife 1 — 
WooLi live for love and thee. Hwt seen thy ehiLlren ! 

Queen. Not yet. They mj Etiiabeth, whose face 
Even when a little (Md rewmbted thine. 
To wonder, hath pined after the«, and fed 
Her love b; thinking on thee, till she hath stolen 
Unconscumsly thy mien and tone and words 
Of patient pouiveneas ; a dignity 
Of yonthful sorrow, beantifnl and sad. 

Kna. Poor child I poor child I a woefol heritage ! 
When I have gazed on the aweet serioaaaeaa 
Of her young beauty, I have pictured her 
In the bright Uay of life, a Queenly bride, 
Standing afore the altai with that look 
H^tal and calm, and pure as the aznre skies 
Of Paradise ere tears were bom. Now— 

Slier Cbohwbll. 
Cromwell! 

C&oH. Didst thou desire my presence F 

King. I sent for thee. 
To bear mj message to thy comrades. 

Cboh. Sir, 
1 wait thy pleasure. I would welcome thee 
TJnto this goodly city — 

King. Doth the gaoler 
Welcome his prisoner f I am Charles Stuart, 
And thou- Now shame on this rebellions blood ! 
I thon^t tliat I wafi disciplined snd schooled 
Into proud patience. Let me not appear 
Discouiteoua — Sir, the King is bounden to thee I 
Now hear mine errand, 

Queen. Tush, hear me ! 

Cboh. The Queen ! 
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QuEBB. Fie ! doff this strsngeneBs, when it wu thyself 
Thai sent me hither ! Cut aaide the smooth 
Obedient looks which hide thy thoughts. Be plain 
And honest, Cromwell. 

Cboh. I have ever been so, 

QuEEir. Open in speech and heart, even as myself. 
When I, thj Queen, hold out the hand of peace 
And amity, and bid thee say what title 
The King shall give to his great General. 

Ckoh. None. 
Thott badst me answer plainly. 

QuEBH. let thou wast 
Ambitions once. 

Cboh. Grant that I were— ae well 
I tmst I had more grace — bat saj I were 80, 
Think'at thoQ not there be homely names which sonnd 
As sweetly in men's ears ? which shall outlive 
A thousand titles in that book of fame. 
History ? All praise be to the L(^ ! I am not 
AmbitioDs. 

Queen. Choose thine office. Keep the name 
Thy sword hath rendered famous. Be Lord Vicar 
Be Captain of the Guard ; forbid tiiis suit — 
Thou canst an' if thou wilt — be Charles's friend 
And second man in the kingdom. 

Cboh. Second I Speak'st thou 
These tempting words to me F I nor preside 
O'er court or Parliament ; I am not. Madam, 
Lord General of the army. Seek those great ones. 
My place is in the ranks. Wouldst thou make me 
The second in the kingdom f Seek those great ones. 
The second ! 

QtTZBK. Thon, and well thou know'st it, Cromwell, 
Art the main prop of this rebellion ! General, 
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Lord President, what are they but th; tools, 
Thj puppets, moved by thj directmg will 
As chsssmeu by tbe ddlfnl player. "Tis thon 
Hut art the master-spiiit of the tim^ 
Idol of people and of army, leader 
Of the bnatic Commoiis, jo^e, sole jndge 
Of this ouiighteoas canso. 

Ckok, And she would make me 
llie second man of Uie kingdom ! Tiiaa bat tronblest 
Tbyself and me. 

QuEEK. Yet hear me but one word. 

Cboh, No more of bribes! — thou badst me to speak 
plainly : 
^ou hast been bred in courts and deemest them 
Omnipotent o'er all. But I esdiew 
"Xho Uammon of uniighteouaness. I warn ye 
te shall learn faith in one man's honesty 
Before ye die. 

QuxBN. Never in tiiine I At Holmby 
We traated— Fool again— Twaa not in fear ; 
I dread thee not. Thou dar'st not try the King. 
The very word stands as a donMe goard, 
A triple armonr, a bright shifQd before him; 
A sacred halo plays aroond the head 
Anointed and endiademed, a dim 
Uysferions gbry. Who may dare to call 
for justice on a King P Who dare to touch 
Hie crowned aud lofty head F 

Cboh. Was it at Hardwiok, 
Or Fotheringay — fie on my dall brain — 
Hiat the bir Qoeeu of Scots, the popish woman, 
The beantifnl, hia grandame died F 

Queen. A Queen, 
A vain and envious woman, yet a Queen, 
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Condenmed Queen Maiy. Te tire subjects, rebels. 
Ye dare not try your King; all else ;e may do ; 
All else ye bare done; foogbt, imprisoned, chtued. 
Ay, tracked and hunted, like that pious Heniy, 
The last of the red-rose, whom visiting 
Helpless in prison, his arch enemy 
The fiendish Diehard slew ; — even as perchance — 
Cbom. Shame on tb; slanderous tongne ! There lies my 

Didst take me for a mniderei P Hearken, Madam ; 
When thou sbalt speak agun of Henry's death, 
Eemember 'twas the restless shrew of Ajijou 
That drove her gentle hnaband to his end. 

KiNa. Take up the sword ; and, wife, I pr'ythee peace ! 
I yet am King enough to end these brawls. 
Take up thy sword ! Albeit my breast be barc^ 
And I unarmed before him, he'll not strike. 
That were an honrat murder. There be ways 
Stiller and dariier; there be men whose eraft 
Can doom with other tongues, with other hands 
Can slay. I know thee. Sir. 

Cbou. I wonld not slay 
A sinner unprepared. 

King. Goto! I know thee. 
Say to the Parliament that I demand 
A conference. Lords and Commons. 

Cboh. Sir, the Commons 
Will grant no conference. Thon must address thee 
To &e High Conit of Justice, to thy judges. 

King. Oh, vun and shallow treason ! Have ye not 
The King's High Court, the judges of the laud F 
I own no other. Yet if they — 

CnoK. £xpect 
Nothing of tiiem but justice. I came to thee. 
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Aa to a brotiier, in pore charity, 
In meek and Christiaii lore, wlien these sharp tannta 
Arose betwixt ns. Still I fain would save thee. 
Besign the ctowil 

King. Kerer. 

Cbom. Oh, vanity 
Of nuu'a proud heart ! cling to tlutt sinful toy 
A sonnd, an echo, a dim shadow, weakening 
As the tme snbstance flies — cling to that word, 
And cast away thy life I 

King. Hold, Henrietta ! 
What ! Boat thou ask me for so poor a boon 
Aa life to change fair honour ? I've a son, 
A gallant, princely boy — wouldst have me yield 
The old ancestral crown, hia hmtage, 
For the small privilege to crawl awhile 
On this vile earth, ma,ted with fooler worma 
Than ^ley tiiat sleep below F Wonldat have me aell 
My kingdom for a little breath? 

Cbom. Thy kingdom! 
Thon hast not a stronghold left. 

King. I have one here> 
Thon know'st my answer. 

QuEEM. Tet if there be danger — 

King. Peace, dearest, peace ! Is the day fiied P 

Cbou. The day. 
The very honr, is set. At noon to-morrow, 
Heaven permitting — 

KxNS. The decrees of Heaven 
Be oft to mim's dark mind inacrntable : 
The ligbtniikg £ame hath fired the atraw-tbti«hed roof 
Of harmless cottagers, hath rent the spire 
Of consecrated temples, hath stmd down 
Even the dumb, innocent oak that never lied. 
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Never rebelled, never blasphemed. A veil 
HuDga before HeftTen's high purpose. Yet when n 
SUjs man, albeit no King, a reckooiiig comes, 
A deep and awful reckdniitg. Pll abide 
The trial, 
Ckou. At thy peril 



USD OF ACT 1 
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SCENE I. 

Wettmintter Hall fitted w^fot the Kibg's Trial, Bkasseiit, 
%eatti at Pretidenl ; Cbouwsll, Iketon, Haesisok, 
Dowses, ^ktbh, Tichbubnx, and other Judges <m 
Benehei ; Cook and other Lawyert, Clerkt, ^e., at a TMe; 
a Chair of State for the Knco tm one tide ; the QuXEN, 
veiled, and ether Ladiei in a Oallay behind; the tehole Stage 
filled teith Guards, ^ectaton, §re., ^e. 

BsAS. Hath Ever; name been called f And every Judge 
A|ipeared at tlie high siunmons F 

Clebx. Good my Lord, 
Eaoh one bath aoawered. 

Ibe. [7b Cbojcwxll.] The Lord General 
Is waatjng Btill. 

CaoM. The better. 

Ibb. HowP 

Cbom. Eairsot), 
We have enow of work— Doti not yon cry 
Announce the prisoner ? — enow of voA 
Eor one biief day without him.~-Downes, sit here 
Beside me, nutn. — We lack not wareien; 
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Men whose long doubts would hold from rosy dawn ' 

To the slow lighting of the evening star 

lu the clear Heftven of June. Of such as the; 

One weie too many. How say'st thon, good Downes ? 

Dow. Even oa thou say'st. 

Cbou. Yet 'tis a raliant General, 
A godly and a valiant. Ha 1 the prisoner ! 

Enter tie EiHO, allended by Hhkbebt and otitr Sernanlf, 
HlCKSK and Ovardi. 

[The Soldiert, ^e., at tie Ellfa walii to iit Chair, ery 
"Jiatice! Jmtiee!" 

Criek. Peace ! silence in the conrt ! 

Bead. Ye shall have jnstice. 
My Lords Conunissioners, whilst I stood pausing 
How Gtlieat to disclose our mighty plea. 
Dallying witli phrase and form, yon eager cry 
Shot like an arrow to the mark, laying bare 
The veiy core of onr intent. Sira, we 
Are met to render jnatice, met to jndge 
In sach a canse aa scarce the lucent sun 
That smiles npon ns &om his throne hath seen 
Since light was bom. We ait to judge a King 
Arraigned by his own people ; b) make inquest 
Into the innocent blood which bath been spilled 
Like water; into crime sad tyranny. 
Treason and murder. Look that we be pnre. 
My brethren ! that we cast from oat our hearts 
All blinding passions : Fear that blink a and tremhles 
At ahadows ere thej come ; Pride that walks dazzled 
In the light of her rain-glory ; feeble Fity 
Whose sight is quenched in tears; and grim Revenge 
Her fierce eyes sealed with gore. Look that we chase 

VOL. I. 
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Each frail deotion, each food hidden nn, 
Each meaner Tirtne from our hearta, and dir^ 
To Jnatice, onlj Jostioe. Now for the^ 
Cliailea Sturt, King of En^and : Thou art hen 
To render conpt of awful crimes— of treason, 
Conspiracj, and mnrder. Answer ! 

Cook, Kret, 
Uay it please jcsa, heoi the cha^ 7 

EiKs.'Stop t Who areje 
That dare to qnestioa me f 

Sbad. Thjjodgea. 

KiNQ. Say 
M; Bobjects, I am a EiAg whom none ma; judge 
On eartk Who sent ;e heref 

Bou). The Commons. 

KncQ. What 1 
Be there no traitors, no oonapiraton, 
No mmrderers save Kings, that they dare call 
St«ni jnatioe down from Hearen P Si, I ffing hmk 
The i^itage npon their heads, the gmlt, Qte shame. 
The eternal infamy^^-on them who sowed 
The tores of hate in fields of lore ; vha snned 
Brother 'gainst brother, breaking the sweet peace 
Of country innocence, the holy ties 
Of nature breaking, making war accmnt 
As that Egyptian plagoe, the worst and last. 
When tJbe fiistbcmi were slain. I have no answer 
lor them or ye. I know ye not. 

Bku>. Be warned ; 
Plead to the aooosation. 

Kdig. I will die 
A thonaand deaths, rather than by my breath 
(Kve life to this new court against the laws 
kju\ liberties of Ijnglainl. 
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Brad. Sir, we know 
Your love of liberty sud T'!nEl""< Call 
The witneaaea. Be thej in court P 

Cook. Thejwait 
WitiLOut. 

Bk&d. Send for them qoicklj. Once igain. 
King, wilt thou plead F 

Euro. Thon hast mj anaweF— nerer. 

[A patue of a fev> mmteitts, during which the Head of tit 
KiNs's Slaf, on vthich he mu leamMff, /all> and roll* 
aeroM the stage. 

Mas. {To Ibetoh.) What fell ? Tk bieatUeaa silence of 
this vast 
And crowded court gives to each coinmoa sooud 
A startling dearnesa. What hath fallen F 

Ike. The head 
Of the King's.staS. See how it spins and bonnda 
Almg the floor, as bunjing to forsake 
The royal wietch its mastra. Now it stops 
At Oiomwell's feet— direct at CiomweU's feet. 

Ceoic. The to; ia broken. 

Hab. What is the device f 
Some vain, idolatrous inkage f 

Ceok. No, a crown; 
A gilded crown — a hollow, gKttenng crown. 
Shaped b; Bome qiuint and canniBg goldnnitL Look 
On what a reed he leaoE, who prope himself 
On such a banble. 

Bow. It rolled atraight to thee ; — 
If thon wast superstitioiu — 

Ckom. Faaa the taj 
On to the prisoner I he bath &itb in oi 
I— riing him bock hia gewgaw ! 

BsAii. Master Cook, 
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We mit too long. 
Cook. Uj Lord, the witnesses — 
BsAD. Call Any man. Within our bleeding land 
There lives not one so blest in ignorance 
Aa not to know tliis treason. None so high 
Bat the Btoim overtopped him ; none so low 
But the wind stooped to root him np. CsU any man — 
The Jadge upon the bench, tbe halbeidier 
That gnarda the door. 
Cook. Oliver Cromwell ! 
Ceom. Aj ? 

Cook. No need to«wear him. He hath ta'en already 
The Judges' oath. 

Cboh. The Jndges' oath, not this. 
Omit no form of gnwdian kw, remember 
The life of man hangs on oat Itpa. 
Kins. Smooth traitor 1 

[Ckokwell it fvom. 
Cook. Lieutenaut-General Cromwell, wast thon present 
In the great fight of Naseby ? 

Cbom. Was I present ! 
Wlij I think ye know that. I wm. 

Cook. Didatsee 
The prisoner in the battle F 

Cboh. Hany timea. 
He led his army, in a better canae 
I shonld hare said right gallantly. I saw him 
First in the onset, last in the retreat. 
That justice let me pay the King. 

Bkad. Baisedhe 
His banner 'gainst his people F Didst thon see 
The royal standard in the field? 

Cbou. My Lord 
It rose foil in the centre of their host 



jNGoogle 



SCENE I.] CHAELES I. '. 

Floating upon the heftvy ur. 

Cook. The krma 
Of Englamir 

Cbox. Aj, the very lion dddd 
That (TSived at Creaai and at A^tDCOurt 
Triamphant. None may better know tbiin I, 
For it BO pleased the Ruler of the FieLi, 
The Almighty King of Battles, that mj arm 
Struck down the atandard-bearer and restored 
The English lion to the lion hearts 
Of England. 
CooE. Fleaae you. Sir, retire. Now aniomon'-- 
KnTG. Call not anotlier. What I have done boldly. 
In Uie face of day and of the nation, that. 
Nothing repenting, nothing derogating 
From the King's high prerogative, as boldly 
Afl freely I avow — to yon — to all men. 
I own ye not as Judges. Ye have power 
As pirates or land robbers o'er the wretch 
Untrapped within their den, a power to mock 
Tour victim with a form of trial, to dreae 
Plain murder in a mask of law. As Judges 
I know je not. 

Bbad. Enough that jon confess 
The treason — 

EiKQ. Stop ! Sir, I appeal to them 
Wbenee you derive your power, 

Buiii; The people P King, 
Hum seest them here in as. 
KmG. Oh, that my voice 
Could reach my loyal people ! That the winds 
Gould waft the echoes of this groined roof 
So *^"*' each comer of tJie 1*»«^ might hear. 
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Fmn the fair Sonthem vallep to the hilln 

Of mj own native Nortb, ham the bleak shorea 

Of the great oceou to the channeled Weat, 

Their ri^tfol Mooarch'a cry. Then should ye hatX 

From the onirersal nation, town and plain. 

Forest and village, the stem awful shont 

Of joat deliverance, mighty and prolonged. 

Deafening the earth and piercing heaven, and smiting 

Each guilty conscience with such fear at waits 

On the great Judgment-Day. Hia wish is vain— 

Ah I vainer than « dream ! I and my people 

Are orer-mwtaed. Tet, Sir, I demand 

A conferenoe irith these masters. Tell the Commons 

The Eii^ wonld speak with them. 

Bb&d. We have no power 
To etay the trial. 

Dow. Nay, good m; Lord, perchance 
The King wooM yield aach reasona as mi^t move 
The Commons to renew the treaty. Best 
Confer with them. 

Ceok. {To DownEs.) Art mad t 

Dow. Tis ye are mad 
That nrge with a remorseless haste this work 
Of Mvage batcheiy onward. I was mad 
That joined ye. 

Cbom. Thia is sndden. 

Dow, He's our King. 

Cboh. Our King ! Have we not faced him in the &Ai 
A thousand times F Our King ! Downes, hath the Lord 
Forsaken thee ? Why Z have seen thyself 
Hewing through mailed battalia, till thy sword 
And thy good arm were dyed in gore, to reach 
Yon man. Didst mean to save him F Listen, Sir, 
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I ftin thy bitiiA. 'Tis-Mud,— I lend no ear 

To Blanderers, but tliia tab was forced upon me — 

'Tis Mid that one whose grave and bouaoTed tutne 

Sorts ill with midnight tre»eliery, wh Been 

Stealing from the Queen's lodging !— rm thy irimd, 

Thj fast friend ! We oft see ia 1^ bad world 

The shadov Envy crawling stealthily 

Behind fair Yirtue; — I hdd all for false 

Unless tboa prove it tnie ; — I am thy friend I — 

Sut if the BcquestratoiB beard ^is tale— 

Tbou bast broad lands. (Aloud.) Why do ye p&ose ? 

Cook. Uybigb 
And hononiing task to plead at this great bar 
Tor lawful liberty, for Bofiering conscience. 
For the old goaidians (A om lights tbe Commons^ 
Against the lawless ftfaid Prerf^tive, 
The persecatiiig Chnich, the tyrant King, 
Were needless now and Tain, lbs haughty jniaoner 
Denies your jurisdiction. I call on ye 
For instant jodgment. 

Bbas. Sir, for the last time 
I aak thee, wilt tboa plead f 

KiKe. Have I not answered f 

Cook. Your jadgment, good my Lords ! 

Bead. All ye who deem 
Charles Stuart gnilty, rise ! 

ITie Jmdget aU »k 

Knie. Wbatalll 

Bku). Not me 
Is wanting, dak, record bum guilty. 

Cook. Now 
llie sentence! 

QuxBH. (From lit OaUery) Traitors, bold I 

Cbom. (ToJaxiax.) Heard'st thou a scream f 
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Ibz. "Ha the matignant wife of Faiifitx. 

Cboh. No ! 
A. greater fu than atie. 

QoBBii. Hold, mordetera ! 

Cbok. (Aloud.) Lead 
Yon railing woman from hei seat. M; Lord, 
Please yon proceed. 

QuxBir. (Stuiuiff to the Eimb.) Traitors, here is mj seat — 
I am the Queen; — here is mj place, m; state, 
Uj Lord and Soveragn, — here at thy feet. 
I elaim it with a pronder, hnmUer heart, 
A lowlier dnty, a more loyal love, 
llian when the false and guttering diadem 
Encircled first my brow, a queenly bride. 
Put me not from tliee I seom me not ! I am 
Thy wife. 

Km G. Oh, tnie and faitiifol wife ! Tet leave me, 
Lest the strong annoor of my soul, her patience, 
Be melted by thy tean. Ob, go 1 go I go ! 
Tiaa is no place for Hiee. 

Queen. Why thou art here I 
Who shall divide as ? 

Is£. Force her from him, GoaidB ; 
Remove her. 

Eoia. Tremble ye who come so near 
As but t« t«iich her garments. Cowards ! Slaves ! 
Q^ugh the King's power be gone, yet the man's strength 
Semains nnwithered. She's my infe ; my alL 

CnoH. None thinks to harm the lady, QiyNl mj Lord, 
The hour weara fast with these slight toys. 

Queer. I come 
To aid ye, not impede. If in this land 
To wear the lineal crown, maintain the laws. 
Uphold the insulted Cbnrch, he orimes, then I 
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Am guilty, guiltier tiun your King. Twos I 
That ni^ed the war— ye know he loved me; — I 
That prompted his hcAA cooncib ; edged and whetted 
His great resolves ; spurted hia high courage on 
Against je, rebela I I that anned m; knight 
And sent him forth to battle. Mine the crime; — 
Be mine the pnniahmeut ! Selivei him. 
And lead me to the block. Pause ye ? My blood 
la royal too. Within mj veins the rich 
Commingled stream of princely Medici 
-And regal Bontbon flows ; 'twill mount as high, 
'Twill stun your axe as red, 'twill feed as full 
Tour hate of Kings. 

Cboh. Madam, we wage no war 
On women, 

QuEEK. I have warred on ye, and now — 
Take heed how ye release me ! He is gentle. 
Patient, and kind; he can foigive. Put I 
Shall roam a frantic widow through the world. 
Counting eadi day for lost that hath not gained 
An enemy to England, a revenger 
Of this foul murder. 

HuL Woman, peace ! The sentence ! 

Qdbbn. Four seuteuce, bloody judges 1 As ye deal 
With yonr anointed King, the red ri^t arm 
Of Heaven shall avenge him ; here on eattii 
Py clinging fear and black remorse, and death. 
Unnatural ghastly death, and then the fire, 
1^ eternal fiie, where panting murderers gasp 
And cannot die, that deepest hell which holds 
The regicide. 

Psm. Peace ! I have overlong 
Forgotten my great office. Hence ! or force 
Shall rid us of thy frenzy. Know'st thon not 
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That cuiKS light upon, the cnner's head. 

As anielj as the cloud which the Bnn dnaoa 

From the salt sea ratoriis into the wave 

In stormy gnita or plashing showers F Hemore her. 

Queen. Oh, mere; ! mercy I I'll not cnrae) I'll be 
As gentle u a bab«. Ye cannot doom him 
Whilst I atuid by. Even the hard headsman Tula 
His victim's eyes before he strikes, beared 
Lest his heart fail. And could ye, being men 
Not fiends, abide a wife's keen agony 
Whilst — m ndt leave thee, Charles ! Ill never leaye thee. 

King. This is the love stronger than life, the lore 
Of woman. Henrietta, listen. Loose 
Thy arms from round my neck ; here is no axe ; 
TUs is no scaffold. We shall meet anon 
Untondied, unharmed; I shall letnm to thee 
Safe, safe, — shall tnde with thee. Listen, my dear one. 
Thy husband piays, thy King commands thee : Go ! 
Go ! Lead her gently, very gently. 

[EM tha QuxBir ltd. 

I am ready. Speak yonr doom, and quickly. 

BoAD. Death. 
Thou art adjudged to die. Sirs, do ye all 
Aocoid in this jnst senteneef 

\TKe Judge* all litrnd ^. 

EiHe. I am ready. 
To a grey head, adiing with n^al cares. 
The block is a kind pillow. Tet once more— - 

Bbad. Silence. The sentence is pronounced ; the time 
Is past. Conduct him from the Court. 

King. Not hear me ! 
Ue, yonr anointed King 1 Look ye what jostico 
A meaner man may hope for. 
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Cboic. WI17 refuse 
His death-apeech to a prisoner F Whoso Iwiweth 
Wliat veight hongs on his aouL Speak on and fetr act. 

Kino. Tear l Let the goStj fear. Feel if m; poise 
Flutter P Look if mj cheek be fcded P Hearken 
If mj calm breathing be not regular, 
Even as an infant's vho haih dropt asleep 
Upon its mother's breast ? As I lift ap 
ThiH Sword, miscalled of Justice, my clear voice 
Hoarsens nor Mters not. 8e^ I can smile 
Ab thinking on the axe, I dra'V the bri^it 
Keen edge across mj hanA. Fear ! Wonid je ask 
What weight ia on m? sanl, I tell ;e none, 
Sare that I jielded once to jwu decree. 
And slew my futhAilleat. Ob, Strafford I Strafford ! 
This is a retribotion I 

Brad. Better we^ 
Thj sins than oue just holy act. 

Km a. For ye 
iij subject-judges I could weep ; for thee 
Beloved and bvely country. Thou vrilt groan 
Under the tyrant Many till some bold . 

And oraf^ soldier, one who in the Sel4 
Is brave as the lonaed lion, at the council 
Watchfol and gentle as the couchant paid. 
The bvely spotted pard, what tinte she stoops 
To spring upon her prey ; one who pnts on. 
To win eadt several Bonl, his sevoial sin, 
A stem fanatic, a smooth hypocrite, 
A fierce republican, a coarse buffoon, 
Always a great bod man; till he shall come. 
And climb the vacant throne, and fix him there, 
A more than King. Cromwell, if such thon know'st 
Tell him the rack would prove an easier conch 
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[nun he shall find that throne ; tell him the crawn 
On an nsaiper'B brow will scorch and bom. 
As though the diamonded and ermined ratmd 
Were framed of glowing Bt«eL 

Cboh. Hath His dread wrath 
Smitten thee wi& frenz j F 

KniG. 7ell h™, for thoo knoVst him, 
That Doubt and DtM»rd hke fell harpies wait 
Aronnd the nsnrpOT's board. By night, bj day. 
Beneath the palaoe roof, beneath that roof 
More fair, tbe snmmer sky, feai shall appal 
And danger threaten, and all natural lores 
Wither and die ; till on his dying bed. 
Old 'fore his time, the wretched traitor lies 
Heartbroken, Then, for well tiiou knoVrt him, Cromwell, 
Sij bim to think on me, and how I fell 
Hewn in my strength and prime, like a proud oak, 
Tbe talleat of the forest, that but shiTers 
His glorious top and dies. Oh ! thou shslt euTy, 
In thy long agony, my fall, thiit shakes 
A kingdom bnt not me. 

Cbom. He ia poaBessed ! — 
My good Lord President, tbe day wears on — 
Possesaed of a Seroe devil ! 

BsAD. Lead him forth. 

EiNQ. Why ao. Te are warned. On to my prison. Sirs ! 
On t« my prison 1 

^Soldier), ^., ery, " On to SxtcuHon f" " Juttice and 



Ckou. Nay, mj comrades, 
fex not a sinner's parting honr. The wia^ 
[a on him, Harrison ! 



BSD O; ACT ni. 
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J» AfortmetU ui Cbokwbll's Soiue. 
GaoMirBLi. Alone. 

CbOU. So, my Lord Broghill ! We ure slirewdly rid 
Of one bold plotter. Now to strike at once. 
Ere fresh conspiracies — 

Eiiitr IiZTON. 
What mak'st thon here, 
FMraonP 

Tab. The Lords Commissioners refuse 
To sign, the warrant. He'll escape ns ;et. 

Cbom. Refuse 1 What all] 

I&B. No. Hanison and Bradshaw, ^ 

And Marten, still hold firm. 

Ceou. Too few ! too few ! 
Ay, he'll escape. They'll treat. What say the traitors ? 

Ibb. The most keep stubborn silence. Harrison 
Is hoarse with ratling. 

Cboh. Overhot 1 But that's 
A fault may pass for viitoe. Overcold's 
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Xoor moduli sin. Weakness or treacher; ! 
Peters or Jndasesl They'U treat. Thej"!! treat. 
Where Lea thy regiment ? 

Ibe. At Weatiiuat«T. 
One glance of their bright swords, one sttrring note 
Of their war-tnunpet, and these dastard Judges— 
I'll seek them instantly. 

Caojt. Son, thou miatak'st. 
f onl shame it were here in a Christian land 
To gOTem by btnte force — How many hut thoo P 

Iks. a thousand horse. 

CsoK. Or turn their very guards 
Against the Judges — Be they troaty P 

I'll answer for them ae myself, 

Cbom. Nay, go not. 
No force, good son ! No force ! 

Eater a Servaiil. 
What wouldst thou P Speak. 

Sebv. The Colonel Harrison sends me to crave 
Tout Excellency's presence. 

C&OM. Ay! I come. 
IKdst meet thy fellow fiobert^ and the gallant 
Whom thou saw's! here this morning ! 

Seev. Sir, they passed me 
At speed. 

CsoK. I come. No force, good son. Remember 
This is a Christian land. We maat keep pure 
The Judgment-seat. No force. 

[Exit Ixuov. 
At speed! Ere now 

They have orost the Thames at Kew. We are quit of one 
Bold cavalier. — What said the Colonel P 
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Sest. Prayed 
Tout instant presence, and betreen his teeth 
Muttered " Faint enna souls !" 

Choh. Fie! Fie! !« speak 
. Irreverently of such great ones. Faijit 
And craven aonU t Follow my son ; thoa'lt find him 
Heading his valiant horse, fiid him be still 
Till I send to him^-still as night. And now 
For ye wise Judges I 

SCEKE U. 

Tie FatKlnd Chav^r. 

Beadskat, Haxribos, Cook, Dowkes, Tiohburne, 
Uabti:n, and oifi^r Judget 

. Hak. Be ye all smit with palsy f Hang jom arms 
Dead at yoni sides, that ye refuse to sign 
The warrant F Be ye turned idolaters ? 
Sank worshippers of Baal? 

B&AS. They refuse not. 

Mas. They parley. Sir, they dally, they delay, 

Coox. The wiser if they did. 'Twere vantage-ground. 
The keen axe swinging o'er his head, to treat 
"Vnth your great prisoner. 

Hae. Treat ! Was yonder trial 
A mnmmety, a stage-play, a &roe P Oh, blind 
And stubborn generation 1 

Dow. The whole people 
Are Btmck with awe and pity. Each man's cheek * 
Is pale ; each woman's eye is wet ; each child 
liifte op its little hands as to implore 
Ueroy for the poor King. 
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HiX. Captirity 
A^ bondage will o'ertake them ! They M off 
Iiikfl the rerolted IMbea. Ggj^tian bondage ! 

Biiier C&onwxLL. 

CsoK. Wherefore bo loud, good Colonel? Sin, I shai 
To hare held ye waiting here. A sndden caose, 
I pray ye beliere it nigent, hindered me. 
Where is tiie wanant t Hare ye left a apace 
Ebr my poor name F 

Uab. Thou wilt find room enow. 
Olere! 

Cboh. What imsignedF — Satriaon! — He came hither 
To erave your signatures. 

Hak. I did my message t 
But these Philistines— 

Ckoh. Do ye shame to set 
Tour names to your own deeds F Did ye not pass 
This solemn sentence in the &ce of day. 
Before the arraigned King, the shouting pei^ile, 
The majesty of Heaven F 

TiCE. Thou dost mistake ns. 

Ceou. I crave your pardon. Sirs. I deemed ye were 
The Judges, the King's Judges, the elect 
Of England, chosen by her godly Commons 
As wisest, boldest, best. I did mistake ye. 

Dow. Listen, ere thou accuse us. 

Hab. Listen! sign! 
And we will listen, though yonr pleaded reason 
Outlast Hugh Peters' sennon. 

Dow.- Hear me firat. 

CiioK. WeU! 

Dow. We have here Commissioners from Scotland, 
Praying our mercy oa the King. 
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Cbok. Thej gave him 
Into our hands. 

Hak. And tbey are aoBweied Sir. 
Thon know'st &xt Cromwell singly put them down. 
As thej had been jonng babes. 

Bow. The Pensionary — 

Caou. Pshaw! 

Dow. Hath sent pressing missives ! Embassies 
From ereiy court, are on the seas ; and Charles 
Proffers great terms. 

Cboic Have we not all P 

Cook. But he 
Will gire a, Fair security, a la^e 
And general amnesty. So are we &eed 
From fear of after-reekoning. 

CxoH. Master Cook, 
No wonder that a lawyer pleads tiMlaj 
Against his eanse of yesterday — if feed 
To the height. Bat thon art not of ns ; thy put 

Mab. He will fp.ve large seontities ! 
For what F 

Dot. Tbe general safety and onr own. 

Mak. Safety, say liberty ! Securities. 
Marry lai^ promises ! An ye will trust 
Ye may be Earls and Marquises, and portion 
This pretty istet England as a manor 
Amongst ye. Shame ye not to think a bribe 
Mig^t win. your souls from freedom P 

Hax. From the Lord 1 
Would ye desert His people F sell for gain 
HiscanseP 

Cbok. Hnsh ! Hush ! none thinketh to fonake 
Tbe cause! 
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TicH. Let Bradshaw sign. What need mora nunes 
Tban the Lord President's ? 

Baas. I am readj. Sin, 
An ye vill follow me. The instnunent 
Were else illegal. When ye are prepHred, 
SpeaL 

Cbok. My good maatera, ye remember me 
Of a passage of my boyhood. 

[Tie» atide to Bbadshat eutd Hauusoit. 
Deem me not 
A light unmeaning trifler, recollect 

How Nathan spake to David. [Thm <iJo»rf.] Being a child 
Nutting with other imps in the old oopse 
At Qinchinbroke, we saw actoea a wide 
Bat shallow stream one overhanging hazel. 
Whose lissome stalks were weighed by the rich finilage 
Almost into the water. A« we stood 
Gyeiiig the tempting bon^is, a shining nnt 
Fell from its socket, dimpling wide around 
The dark clear miiroi. At that sight one bold 
And hardy nrchin, with myself, no less 
In those yonng days a daring wight, at once 
Flnnged in the sparkling rivulet. It rose 
Above onr ankles, to onr knees, half up 
Oar thig^, and my scared comrade in the midst 
Of the stream tomed roaring back, and gained the bank 
Nntless and wet, amidst the scoffing shonta 
Of the small people. 

Brad. And thoa ? 

Caox. Why I bore 
My course right on, and gained the spoil. Sirs, we 
Have plonged knee deep in the waters ; are midway 
The stream. Will ye torn now and leave the buit 
Ungatbered, recreants F or hold boldly on 
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And will the holy prize of freedom F Give me 

The warrant. (SiffBg.} So ! metliiiikB an it were not 

Over ambitiooa, and thaf a a sm, 

Mj homel; name should stand alone to this 

Moflt ri^teons scrolL Tollow who list I've left - 

A space for the Lord President. 

Brab. rU fill it 
Tfith an unworthy name. [Sign*.'} 

Cboh. Now swell the roll, 
Mj masters I Whither goest thou. Marten? None 
Shall stir till he hath signed. Thoa a ripe scholar. 
Wot write thy name I I can write mine i' the dark. 
And oft with my sword-point hare traced in air 
The viewless characters in the loi^ hour 
Before the joy of batUe. Shnt thine eyes. 
And write thj name ! Anywhere ! See^ 

[Mariinff Marten's eieei teili 
Nay, Uarten, 

Stand still !— See ! See I how fair and clerkly ! Yet 
This parchment is the smoother. 

Mar. Hold thee sure 
I'll pay thee. General. 

TiCH. Why he hath marked thee 
Like a new ruddied sheep. 

Yah. I'll pay thee, 

CxOM. Sign. 

Mae. Willingly; joyfullj. [Sigiu.'] 

Cbok. Why so. Where goes 
Out zetdona ahJerman F I deemed to see 
His name the first. 

Bkas. He fears the City's safety. 
Full, as he says, of the King's friends. 

Chok. He fears ! 
They be bold men who feailesslj do own 
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[act IV, 



thtit fean. I dare not. Fwr ! Sir, didit thon come 
B; watoi faitber r 

TiCH. No. 

Ckom. And didst tliOD meet 

No Boidiers on th j way f 

Tica. Uanj. The atceeta 
Aie swarming with tbem, 

Cbok. Were they silent f 

TicH. No, 
The; called ^oud .for exeraition. 

Cboh. Saj, 
For juatioe and for esecation. Uatr;, 
M; Ironsides know not the new state trick 
To separate the words. WeU I are not the; 
A nearra fear ? ^gn boldly. 

[Ceohweli, Uasten e»d BoWites, mkoMx (o thefi 

Mao. They flock ^t. 

Cboh. 'Tis time, for plots are weaving all aronnd os. 
Like spider's nets in Antumn. But this morning 
I swept one web away. Lord Bn^jhiU — 

Uak. Wliat! 
Hath he been here ? 

Dow. Is he discovered F 

Cboic. Sir, 
I have a slow-boimd'a scent Xa track a traitor. 
He's found and he's despatched. 

Dow. HowF 

Max. WhereP 

Cbou. To Ireland, 
With a commission 'gainst the rebels. 'Tis 
An honest soldier who deserves to fight 
For the good cause. He but mistook his side ; 
He Queen broiled him, and the kni^tly sound 
Of loyalty. But 'tis an honest soldier. 
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He wiJl prove fajthfnl. 

Mak. Hoff didst win tiiin F 

Cbom. HowF 
A word of pntise, a tlionght of fear. How do men 
Win traitors f Hark ye. Dowses ! Lord BrogLill left 
A list of the King's friends amongst ns here ; — 
Grave seeming Ronndheads, bold and zealous soldiers. 
High officers — I marvel not ye look 
Diatrastfolly — one of renown, a Colonel, 
A Judge too ! Bownes, hast thon signed yonder Warrant 

HiB- What was the plan F 

Chou. Go sign I say. — l^e plan ! 
A sadden rescue, to o'erpower the guard. — 
Ha! Ingoldsby — 

[Sfixmff one 0/ lie Jtidffet and leading iim lo lie lable. 
Nay, man, if thou be questioned. 
Some dozen years hence, say that I forced thee, swear 
Thy wicked kinsman held thy hand. — Ay, now 
The blank is nobly GUed, and bravdy I now 
I know ye once a^^ the pious Judges 
The elect and godly of the land ! 

[J. Irtmpet heard leithout. 
Ha ! — Marten, 

Haste to my son i bid him disbaad his force ; 
The peril is gone by. 

[Exit Makten. 

Hab, WhatperilP 

Cbou. Te 
That are assembled here, should lift your voice 
In earnest thanks for qoiok deliverance 
From sudden danger. Tc knew nought of this 
Great jeopardy, nor need ye know. Give thanks. 
And question not. 1e are safe. 

Bud. Art sure of that ? 
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Cbou. Did je not licar me ewta now take order 
The guard should be dispersed F Qneation no more, 
le are BO safe, that t^ slight paiclimeiit. Sirs, 
May befonr shield. 

£ku>. The deed is incomplete. 
It hath no date. 

Ckom. Ah t Tell reminded ! write 
The Thirtieth. 

Dow. To-morrow F that were soddffli. 

Cbok. Wh; so we mnst be. Then be plots astir. 
And speed is onr best safety. — ThoD hast signed f 
Thy name is here amongst ns F — I must haste 
To overtake the hour. 'Tis stiU unsealed. 
Add thon mj signet, Bradshaw. 

[Exit Ckokweix. 

TiCH. What intends 
TheGener^F 

Brad. Question not of that. A taper ! 
lour seals, my JJords Commissioners ! Tonr seals ! 

[Tib icent etotei. 

SCENE III. 

Tie Eiho'b Aparltae%U. 

Enter tie Ecia, leading in tie Fsimcess Elizabeth and tie 

BUKE OF GutUCESTEB. 

Kine. Here we may weep at leisure. Ton fierce 
roffian 
Will scarce pnisne ns here. Eliiabetb, 
I thought I had done with anger, bat the soldier 
Who gazed on thee awhile, with loots that seemed 
To wither thj young beauty, and with words — 
My child I my ehUd ! And I had not the power 
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To shield my mm aveet Child ! 

tiLiz. I saw him not ; 
I heard him not : I could see nooe bat thee ; 
Could hear no voice bat thine. 

Kins. When I am gone 
Who shall protect thee F 

Glou. I ahall soon be t&ll ; 
And then — 

KiuG. Poor b<^ ! EKzabeth, be tiion 
A mother to him. Sear him np in peace 
And hombleness. Show him how sweet Content 
Can smile on dungeon floors ; how the mewed lark 
Sings in his narrow cage. Plant patience, dear mes, 
Deep in jour hearts. 

Enter Hexbekt. 
Herhert, where stays the Queen ? 
Still on that hopeless quest of hope, thon^ friendi 
Drop from her fast aa leaves in Antnnm ? 

Herb. Sire, 
Her Grace is absent still. But General Cromwell 
Craves audience of your Miyesty. 

King. Admit him. 
Wipe off those teats, Elizabeth. Besmne 
Thy gentle courage. Thon art a Princeas. 

Snier Caoaw^LL. 



Thon seest me with my children. Doth thine erntnd 
Demand their absence ? 

Cook. No. I sent them to thee 
In Christian charitf . Thon hast not faUen 
Amongst the heathen. 

King. Howsoever sent. 
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It \raa a ro;^ boon. Mj lieart liatii aclied 
With the vain agon; of bnging love 
To look upon tliose blooming oheeka, to kiss 
Those red and innocent lips, to heai the Bonnd 
Of tiose dear Toioea. 

Ckom. &, 'tttss meet the; came 
That thou might'st see them once again, might'gt sa; — 

Kmo. Farewell 1 — I can eodore the word — a last 
Farewell ! I hare dwelt so long apon the thongfat. 
The sound seems nothing. Ye have signed the sentence P 
Fear not to speak, Sir. 

Cbok. 'Tis a grieroos dntj— 

Eixa. Te ioM signed. And the da; ? 

Cbok. To-monow. 

Eras. What! 
So soon!' And yet I thank jt. Speed b merb;. 
Ye must away, poor children. 

Ckou. Naj, the children 
Uaj bide with Giee till ni^ttaU. 

Krao. Take them, Herbert ! 
Take them. 

Chiliibzn. Oh I no, no, no ! 

Emo. Dear ones, I go 
On a great jonme;. Bless ye once again. 
My children I We must part. Farewell ! 

Eliz. Oh, father. 
Let me go with thee ! 

Erae. Enow'st thon whither P 

EiJZ. Yeaj 
To hearen. Oh, take me with thee ! I must die ; 
When the tree falls, the young bnds wither. Take me 
Along with thee to heaven ! Iiet ns lie 
Both in one grave ! 

Eras. Now bless ys I This is death ! 
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Tbia ia the bitterness of love. 

C&OH. Fair child , 
Be comforted. 

EiNO. Didst thou not pat her head ? 

Gkoh. She minded me, all in her imtacBnt teais. 
Of one in mine own dwelling. 

EniQ. ThoD haat daughters ; 
Be kind to her. 

Croh. I will. 

Kino. And the poor boy — 
He comes not near the throne. Mate not of hiTn , 
A puppet King. 

Ckoii. I think not of it, 

Emo. Take them. 
Good Herbert ! And ray wife — 

Cbou. She shall be safe; 
Shall home to France nnharmed. 

Kdjb. Now fare ye well ! — ■• 

Cromwell, come back ! — No, bring them not again — 
No more of parting— bless them ! bless them '. See 
The girl, the poor, poor giri, hath wept away 
Her tears, and pants and shiTera like a fawn 
Dying. Oh ! foe some gentle face to look on 
When she reviTes, or she will surely die. 

Ckou. She shall be eared for. 

iSxMnl He&bebt and lie Ciildren. 

KniQ. Are they gone ? qnite gone f 
I might have kissed them once again, haTe ohargod them 
To love each other,— No, 'tis best. 

Cbou. Thoa had'at me 
Remain. What is thy will F 

EiNG. Be kind to them ! 
Be very kind to them ! 

CaoM. Have I not promised f 
Was that what thou wonldst say f 

King. No, But the lore. 
The o'ermastering love— that was the death-pang. &omwcll. 
Thou wilt be kind to them ? 
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Ckoh. Wooldst have me swear F 

Enio. Nay, Bwear not, lest I doubt. I will believe Aee. 
And for the haman pity tbou haat sbown 
The touch of natural ruth, I pray thee take 
H; thanks. 

Crou. I would have saved thee. By this hand. 
This ainfiil hand, I would have saved thee. King, 
Hadst thon Sang by yon bauble. 

King. There is One 
Who reads all hearts, One who pursues all crimes, 
From silver-tongued and bland hypocrisy 
To treasonous murder. The unspoken thon^t, 
And the loud he, and the accursing act. 
Mount to His throne together. Tempt Him not. 
I know thee for the worker of this deed. 
And knowing pardon thee -. — bat tempt not Him ! 

Cbox. Thy blood be on thy head ! I would have saved 

Eveu now the thought stirred in me. Pardon, Lord, 
That gazing on the father's agonies. 
My heart of flesh waxed f^t, and I forgot 
Thy glory and Thy cause, the suffering saints. 
The tyrant's tyranny, and Thy great word, 
Freedom ! Thy blood be on thy head. 
EiHG. So be it. 
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ACT v., 8CBNE I.] CHAELE3 I. 



The Kimg's Bedchamber. 

(Oh aeeouni of the length of the Tragedt/, thU Scene is omited 
in repreaeaialion.J 

The King, itartingfrom kU Coueh; Hekbeei asleep. 

King. Herbert! Is't time to riseP He sleeps. Wbat 
sounds 
Were those tliat rouaed me f Hark again ! The clang 
Of hammers ! Tet the watch-light bnms ; the day 
Is still imbom. Thia is a work of night. 
Of deep fnnereal duknesa. Each loud stroke 
Binga like a knell, distinct, discordant, shrill, 
Gattering, ledonbling, echoing ronnd my head. 
Smiling me only with its sound amid 
The slumbering city, tolling in mine ea^- 
A passing bell ! It ia the scaffold. Heaven 
Gnut me to tiead it with as calm a heurt 
As I bear now. His sleep is tronbled. Herbert ! 
'Twere beat to wake him. Herbert ! rooae thee, man! 

Herb. Did yonr Grace call ? 

Eivo. Ay ; we should be to-day 
Eatly astir, Tve a great business toward. 
To exchange the kingly wreath, my crown of thorns. 
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Tot tui etenukl diadem ; to die — 

And I would go trim as a bridegroom. Give me 

Ton ennined cloak. If the crisp nipping frost 

Sbonld cause me shiver, there be tongues would call 

The wintry chillness Pear. Herbert, my sleep 

Hath been as soft and balmy, aa young babes 

Inberit from their blessed innocence. 

Or hardy peasants win with honest toil. , 

Wlien I awoke thj slumbers were perturbed, 

Unquiet. 

Hbbb. Veied, my liege, with dreams. 

Kiso. Of what? 

Hekb. So please you. Sire, demand not. 

Kino. Dost thon thini 
A dream can vex me now ? Speak. 

Hbeb. Thrice I slept. 
And thrice I woke, and thrice the self-same vision 
Haunted mj fancy. Seemed this very room, 
Thb dim and waning taper, this dark couch, 
Beneath whose crimson canopy reclined 
A form angust and stately. The pale ray 
Of the watch-light dwelt upon his face, and showed 
His paler lineaments, where majesty 
And manly beauty, and deep trenching thought. 
And Care, the wrinkler, all were blended now 
Into one ealm and holy pensireness, - 
Softened by slumber. I stood gazing on him 
With weeping love, as one awake ; when sudden 
A thick and palpable darkness fell around, 
A blindness, and dull groans and piercing shrieks 
A moment echoed ; then they ceased, and light 
Burst forth and music — light such as the flood 
Of day-spring at the dawning, rosy, sparkling, 
An insupportable brightness — and i' th' midst. 
Over the oonch, a milk-white dove, which soared 
Bight upward, cleaving with its train of li^t 
The heavens like a star. The coach remained 
Vacant. 



jnGoo»^Ic 



8CBNX I.] CEABI.es I. 

EiNa, Oh, that the apirit so ma; pass I 
So me! Thrice didst thon say P 

Hbbb. Three times the vision 
Passed o'er mj fancy, 

EiHO. A thrice-blessed omoi! 
Herbert, my soul ia fnll of serions joy, 
Content and peaceful as the Autocm aim. 
When, smiling for ai^iile on the ripe sheaves 
And kissing the brown woods, he bids the world 
A calm good night. Bear witness that I die 
In charity with all men ; and take thou. 
My kind uid &ithful servant, follower 
Of my evil fortunes, true and tender, tale 
All that thy master hath to give — his thanks. 
His poor but honest tlianks. Another King 
Shall better pay thee. Weep not. Seek the Bishop ; 
And if thoQ. meet with that fair constancy, 
U; moumfol Henrietta, strive to turn 
Her steps airay till — I'm a coward yet. 
And fear her, lest she come to plnuge my tbon^^ts 
In the deep fountain of her sad fond tears. 
To win me — Ha 1 can that impatient foot. 
That hnirying hand, which shakes the door — 

EHlef lie QuBEH. 

QnEE2i. My Charles ! 

EiNO. Haste to the Bishop. [Exit Hub 

Qdbkk. Charles ! 

Knra. Already here ! 
Thou didst fall trembling in my arms, last night, 
Dizzy and faint and spent, as the tired martlet, 
Midway her voyage, drops panting on the deck. 
And slumbers through the tempest. I kissed off 
The tears that hung on those fair eyelids, blessing 
Thy speechless weariness, thy weeping love 
That sobbed itself to rest. Never did mother 
Watching her fevered infant pray for sleep 
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So calm, so deep, bo long, as I besooght 

Of Heaven for thee when half unconscious, yet 

Moaniog and plflining like a dove, thej bore thee 

With gentle force away. And thou art here 

Already ! wakened into sense and life 

And the day's agony. 

Queen. Here ! I haTe been 
To Hajriaon, to Marten, to Lord Fairfaj:, 
To Downea, to Ireton, — even at Bradshaw's feet 
I've knelt to-daj. Sleep now ? shall I e'er sleep 

KiNa. At BradsbaVa feet ! Oh, perfect love 
How can I chide thee ? Yet I would tiiou hadst spared 
Thyself and me that scorn. 

Queen. Bo hunters scorn 
The shrill cries of the lioness, whose cubs 
They've snared, although the fore9t.queeii approach 
Crouching ? Do seamen acorn the forked lightning. 
Albeit the storm-cloud weep ? They strove to soothe ; 
They spake of pit/; one of hope. 

Ems. Alas ! 
All thy life long the torturer hope hath been 
Thy master ! — Yet it she can steal an hour 
From grief— Whom dost thou frost ? 

Queen. Thyself and Heaven 
And a relenting woman. Wrap thyself 
Close in my cloak — Here ! here ! — to Lady Fair&i ! 
She's faithful ; she'll conceal thee. Take the cloak; 
Waste not a point of time, not whilst the SMid 
Runs in the glass. Dost fear its shortness ? See 
How long it is ! 
On with the cloak. Begone ! 

King. And thou f 

QuBBN. Mj post is here. 

King. To perish. 

Queen. No. 
To live to a blest old age with thee in freedom. 
Away, my Charles, my King ! I shall be safe — 
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And if I were not, could I lire if thou — 
Charles, thou wilt madden me. '1^ the first boon 
I ever craved; and now, bj onr young loves. 
By OUT commingled griefs, a might; spell. 
Our smiling children and this bleeding land. 
Go ! I conjure thee, go ! 

KiNC. I cannot. 

QuEBH. King, 
Begone ! or I will speak such truth— and truth 
Is a foul treason in this land — will rain 
Such curses on them, as shall force them send me 
To the scaffold at th; side. Fl; ! 

King. Dost thou see 
Fierce soldiers crowded round, as if to watch 
A garrisoned fort, rather than one unarmed 
Defenceless man, asA think'st thoo. I could win 
A step unchallenged ? Nor though to escape 
Were eaaj as to breathe, the vigilant guard 
Smitten with sudden blindness, the unnumbered 
And stirring swarms of this vast citj locked 
In charmed sleep, and darkness over all 
Blacker than starless night, spectral and dim 
As an eclipse at noontide, though the gates 
Opened before me, and m; feet were swift 
As the autelope's, not then, if it bat perilled 
A single h^ of friend t» foe, would I 
Pass o'er the threshold. In mj cause, too much 
Of blood hath fallen. Let mine seal alL I go 
To death as to a Inidal ; thou thjself. 
In th; young beauty, waat not welcomer 
Than he. Farewell, beloved wife ! M; chosen ! 
Mj dear one ! We have loved as peasants love. 
Been fond and true as the;. Now fare thee well ! 
I thank thee, and I bless thee. Praj for rae, 
ilLj Henrietta. 

Queen. Charles, thon ahalt be saved. 
Talk not of parting. Til to Fairfia ; he 
Gave hope, and hope is life. 



jNGoogle 



SSO CHAHLES 1. [act V. 

EdG. Farewell 1 

Qir£BN. Th»t word^ 
I pr'ythee speal it not — withers me, livaB 
Like a serpent's hiss within mine ear, shoots tlnoti^ 
Mj Teins like poison, twines and coils abont me, 
Clinging and killing. 'Tia a BOond accon^ 
A word of death and doom. Why ahooldst t^ou speak it ! 
Thoa ahalt be saved ; Fairfax shall save thee. Charles, 
Give me a ringlet of &j hair — No, no, — 
Not now ! not now ! Thou shalt not die. 

Kdig. Sweet wife. 
Say to my children that my laat fond thought — 

Queen. Last! Thon shalt live to tell them of thj 
thoughts 
Longer than the; or I to hear thee. Hearken, 
Promise tlioti wilt await me here ! Let none — 
Thej will not dare, they shall not. I but waste 
The honr. To Fahiaz, the good Fairfax ! Charles, 
Thon shalt not die ! lExil Quezk. 

Kmo. Oh, truest, fondest woman ! 
My matchless wife ! The pang is mastered now, 
I am Death's conqneror. My faitbfollest ! 
Jly fairest ! My most dear I I ne'er ahaU see 
Those radiant looks again, or hear the sound 
Of thy blithe voice, which was a hope, or feet 
The thrilling pressure of thy hand, almost 
A language, so the ardent spirit burned 
And vibrated within thee ! I'll to prayer. 
And chase away that image ! I'll to prayer. 
And pray for thee, sweet wife! I'll to my prayers. l&tU. 

(In repretentaiioa, the Fifth Act begint here.) 



jnGoo»^Ic 



SOHNB n.] 



SCENE II. 



The BangiuHng-Hinae at IFMleiall, giait filding-doorf open- 
ing to lie Scaffold, ahich u covered with black. The 
block, axe, ^. naible ; O^cert aid other peraons are btay 
M tie Background, and Cxokwell u alio there giving 
direetieiu. 

ig; Crom,weu. 



Bar. {>omwe!l ! — Good morrow, Ireton ! WMther goes 
The General P 

Ike. To Bee tliat all be ready 
For this great deed. 

Hick. He hath the eager step, 
The dark tight in his eje, the upward look. 
The flash upon hia cheek, that I've marked in him 
When marching to the battle. 

Has. Doth he not lead 
Ti>^7 in a great combat, a most holj 
And {^orioQS yictor; ? 

Crom. (At the back of the Stage.) Has thon ta'eu 
order. 
That aoon as the head's off, the Abbey bell 
B^totoUP 

OnicBB. 1 have. 

Cbok. Look that the ase 
Be keen, and the hand steady. Let us have 
No butchery. [Advancing to the front of the Stage. 

If he die not, we must perish — 
That were as nothing I but with us wiU die 
The liberty for which the blood of HMnts 
And martyrs hath been spilt, freedom of act, 
Of speech, of will, of faith I Setter one giey. 
Discrowned head should fall, albeit a thought 
Before the time, than Ood's own people groan 
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In sltivecj fof erer. 

Hak. Wlioso donbteth 
Bnt lie bLaU die? 

C:^H. 'Tis mmoored. Sin, uiuHigst 
The soldiery, that (me of a high pUce, 
f airfax — But I believe it not. Hut Uioa 
Tbe wammt. Hacker F 

Hack. No. 

Ibi. Since wben dotb Fairfax 
Date to impugn tbe sentence of a hee 
And public court, of England — 

HiB. OftheQreat 
All-Righteooa Judge who hath delivered him 
Manifestl J to ns F 

Hack. IVill he dare oppose 
Arm; and people ? He alone ! 

Ckom. Be sore 
Tbe good Lord General, howaoe'er some scruple 
May trouble htm, vrill play a godly put 
In this Had drama. — Ay, I have the warrant ! 
It is addressed to thee. Thou must receive 
Tbe prisoner, and conduct him hither. 

Hacx. Hath 
Tbe hour been yet resolved ? 

Crok. Kot that I hear. 

Eater Faikfax. 

Ha ! our great General ! Well met, my Lord ! 
We that are laden with this heavy burthen 
Lacked your sustaining aid ! 

Faik. Cromwell, I too 
Am heavy laden. 

Cboh. You look ill at ease ; 
'Tis this chill air, the nonriaher of rheums. 
The very fog of frost, that turns men's blood 
To water. 

Fai&. No, the grief is here. Begret, 
Almost remorse, and doubt uid fear of wrong 
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Press heaTil; upon me. Is tbia death 
LaipfuIP 

Ire. Hia comitry's sentence, good m; Lord, 
May be thy wnmint. 

Faib. An ttnointed King ! 

Hab. a bloody tyrant. 

Faik. Yet a man, whose doom 
Lies on our conscience. We might save the King 
Even now at the eleventh hour ; we two " 
Hold the nice scales of life and death, and shall not 
Fair mercy sway the balance f Bost-tbon bear me ? 
Wilt thon not answer ? Canst thou dtrabt our power ? 

Cboh. No. Man hath always power for ilL I know 
We mi^t desert oor friends, betray our conntry. 
Abandon onr great cause, and sell our sonls 
To Hell. We mighj^do this, and more ; might shrond 
These derilish sins ill holy names, and call them 
Loyalty, Honour, l/aith, Bepeatance — cheats 
Which the great Tempter loves ! 

PAia. Yet bewken, Cromwell ! 
Bethink thee of thy fame. 

Cboh. Talk'st thou of fame 
To me P I am too mean a mun, too lowly. 
Too poor in state and name, to need abjure 
That princely ain, and for my humbleness 
I duly render thanks. Were I as thou — 
Bewue the Inat of fame, Lord General, 
Of perishable fame, vain breath of man. 
Slight bubhle, frailer than the ocean foam 
Which from her prow the good ship in her course . 
Scattereth, and passeth on regardleaslj. 
Lord General beware ! , 

Fajb. I am Lord General ; 
And I alone by mine own voice have power 
To stay this deed. 

Cbou. Alone P 

Fas. I'll answer it 
Before the Cooucil 
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Cboh. Hs! alone! — comeuettr^. 

FAia, Wliat wouldst thon of me F 

Cbok. Yonder men Eire firm 
And honest in the cause, and bnTe aa steel ; 
Yet are they zealota, blind and fnriooa zealots ! 
I would not they should hear na— bloody zealots ! 

Tatr, Speak, Sat; we waste the hour, 

Gboh. I woold confess 
Relenting* like thine own.~~Tliey heat as not P 

Fao. I joy to heai Uiee. 

Cbom. Thon art one elect, 
A leader in the land, a chosen Tcssd, 
And yet of soch a mild imd graciooa mood. 
That I, stem as I seem, jnay doff to thee 
This smooth and govepted mask of polity. 
And show the struggling heart perplexed and grieved 
In all its nakedness. Yes, I have known 
The kindly natural love of man t« man 
His fellow 1 — the rough soldier's shuddering hate 
Of violent death, sare in the battle ; lastly, 
A passionate yearning for that sweetest power 
Bora of fiiii Mercy. 

Faib. Yet but now thou chid'st me. 
And with a lofty scorn, for such a weakness. 
The change ia sudden. 

Ceom. Good my Lord, I strove 
And wrestled with each pitying thought as bora 
Of eartMy pride and mortal sin. Toll oft 
We, that are watchers of oar wretched selves, 
Aiming at higher virtues, trample down 
Fair shoota of charity and gentle love; 
Yet still my breast was troubled. And since tboii 
Art moved by such relentings — 

Faib. And a promise 
llade to my wife. 

Cboh. a wise and pious lady ! 

Fim. ITiou wilt then save the KingP 

Cbou. Sir, we must have 
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Some higher warrant; than onr wild will. 
Our treacherous human will, aFore we change 
The fiat of a nation. Thon art a'man 
Elect and godlj — Harrison ! — go seek 
The presence of the Lord. Perhapi to thee 
A guiding answer, a divine impolsion, 
Uay be Tonchaafed. Go with him, Harriaon ! 
Seek je the Lord together. 

Faie. 'Tib a wise 
And pious coimsel. 

Cboh. Step apart awhile ; 
We will await ye here. 

[£mm^ Faibtax and Hasxison. 

Cbomwell ffhet tie Warrant to Hacker. 

Now! now! beqnick! 

\_ExU Hackee. 
Is the scaffold all prepuvd f The headsman waiting 
With shrouded visage and bare arm ? The ase 
Whetted? Be read; on the instant. Where 
Be gnaids to line the room, mate wonderiDg faces, 
A living tapestry, and men of plaee 
To witness this great deed F A King ahonld fall 
Decked with the p^eantries of Deatii, the clouds 
That roll aroond the setting s&n. 

Iks. If Fairfax 
Betom before he come — 

Cbok. Dost thou mistrust 
Harrison's gift in prayer F llie General's safe. 
Besides I sent erewhile the halberdiers 
To guard Charles Stnart hither. Hacker '11 meet 
His prisoner. 

Ib£. But should Fairba-^ 

CfiOH. Wherefore waste 
A word on such a waverer I 

IsB. What hath swayed him P 

CsoK. His wife 1 hia wife ! The Queen hath seen again 
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That haughty dame, and hw food tears— 

Ike. I marrel 
That thou eodor'st that pc^i^ witch of Fiance 
So near. 

Cbou. I watch her. He most die ! 'Tia hotaa 
Upon, mj soul aa what shall be. The isoe. 
The name shall petisL 

I&£. A;, the veiy name 
Of King. 

Cbou. Of Stuart. 

Trb, a nil of King. 

Csou. So be it. 
Will Bradshaw never come F 

EMler Sku>ssaw, Cook, Mabtgn, tmtl otkgri. 
Ah, welcome I welcome ! 
Ye are late. 

Bead. Yon living mass is hard to pierce 
By men of civil calling. The armed soldiers 
Can scautl; force a passage for their prisoner. 

Cbou. He comes ? 

Bkas. He's at the gate. 

Ire. "What say the people ? 

BsAS. The most are pale ami silent, as a Fear 
Hung its dull shadow over them ; whilst stmie, 
Stmok with a sudden pity, weep and wonder 
What ails them; and a few bold tongues are loud 
In execration. 

Ire. And the sohiiers P 

Mab.. They 
Are trae to the good cause. 

Cbok. The righteous cause ! 
Mj friends and comrades, je are come to witness 
The mighty oousumraation. See, the aun 
Breaks forth ! The Heavens look down upon our woA 
Smiling ! The Lord hath risen ! 

Jsx. The King ! 
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Enter Ue KiSG, Hackee, Heksbrt, a Bishop, thtardi, i 



[Hbrbbbt ffivei the KiNO a 

Hebb. Siie, from thj son. 

KiWQ. My boj ! My boj ! 
No, no ; this letter is of life, and I 
And life have shaken hands. My kingly boy ! 
And the fair girl ! I thoaght to have done with this. 
Bnt it so clings ! Take back tbe letter, Herbert. 
Tate it, I say. Forgive me, faithful HerbeW, 
That last impatient word. Foi^ve me. Now, Sirs, 
What see ye on that platform ? I am as one 
Bent on a far and perilous voyage, who seeks 
To bear what rocks beset his path. What see ye ? 
, Bbad. Only the black-masked beadsman. 
-KiHO. Ay, he wears 
His mask upon his face, an honest mask. 
What see ye mora ? 

Bbad. Nonght save the living sea 
Of human faces, blent into one mass 
Of sentient various life : woman and man, 
Childliood and infancy, and youth and age 
Commingled, with its mnltitudinona eyes 
tJptomed in expectation. Awful gaze I 
Wiio may abide thy power P 

KlHO. I shall look upward. 
Why pause we bere ? 

Cbom. Ay, why? 

Bbad. May it please thee. Sir, 
To teat awhile ? Bring wine. 

Kino. I need it not. 
Yes \ fill the cup ! fill high the sparkling cop ! 
This is a holiday to loyal breasts, 
The King's accession day. Fill high ! flU high ! 
The block, the scaffold, the swift sudden axe. 
Have yet a privilege beyond the slow 



jNGoogle 



328 CHABLES I. [act v. 

And painful dying bed, and I maj qnaff 

In m; fuU pride of strength a health to him, 

'Whom, pass one short haJf-hoor, the fnneial knell 

FrockimB m; successor. Health to my son 1 

Health to the King of England ! Start ;e. Sirs, 

To hear the word ? Health to King Charlea, and peace. 

To thia fair realm ! And when that blessed time 

Of rightful mle shall come, say that I left 

For the bold traitors that condemned, the cowards 

Who not opposing murdered me (I have won 

So near the Throne of Truth that true words spring 

Unbidden from my lips,) aay that I left 

A pardon, liberal as the air, to all, 

A free and royal pardon !— Pr'jthee speed me 

On my rough joniney. 

Gboh. Wherefore crowd ye there F 
Ualce way. 

King, 1 thank thee. Sir. My good Lord Bishop, 
Beware the step. — 

[_Exeunf Kifio, Ebrbebt, Suiop* <md Gtiards. 
(Apaute.) 

Ckou. Doth he address the people f 

Mas. Not bo. He kneels. 

CnoH. Twere fittest. Close the door. 
Thia wintry air is chill, and the Lord President 
Is of a feeble body. 

ISertata viiAoaf. 

Bud. Hark! 

CaoM. 'Tia one 
Who must be stayed. 

Bbad. The Queen P 

CxoH. Qo stop her, Ireton, 

lErii Ibston- 
It were not meet that earthly lores should mingle 
With yonder dying prayer. Yes ! Still he kneels. ; 
Hacker, come hither. If thou aee a stir 
Amongst the crowd, send for my horse ; they're ready ; — 
Or i^ 'midst these grave men, some feeble heart 



jnGoo^Ic 



80ENK in.3 CHAALES I. 329 

Wax &mt iu tlie great cause, rs bocIl there be ;— 
Or on the scaffold, if he cling to life 
Too fondlj ; — I'd not send a sinful sonl 
Before his tinie to his accompt, good Bradahaw ! 
But no delay ! Is he still kneeling ? — Mark me 
No idle dalliance. Hacker ! I mnst hence, 
Leat Fairfax — no weak dalliance ! no delaj ! 
Hie cause, the cause, good Bradshaw ! 

lExit, and tie Seate data. 

SCENE IIL 

Another Gallery m WJnieAail. 

Enter Cboihfbll. 

Ckou. Rethought I heard her here. — ^No ! — If slie win 
To Fairfax ! — He must die, as Ahab erat 
Or Sehoboam, or as that great heathen 
Whom Brutus loved and slew. None ever called 
Brutus a murderer ! And Charles had trial — 
Twas more than Cesar had ! — &ee, open trial. 
If he had pleaded. But the Eternal Wrath 
Stiffened him in bia pride. It waa ordained, 
And I but an impassive inatmrnent 
In the Almighty hand, an arrow chosen 
From ont the sheaf. If I should reign hereafter 
Men shall not call me bloody.— Hark ! the bell! 
No — all is hush as midnight.— I shall be 
Tenderer of English lives. Have they forgot 
To Bound the bell? He must be dead. 

QnxEH. iJFithmt:) Lord Fairfax ! 

Cboh. l^e Queen 1 the Queen ! 

EiUtT the Qdeeh, 

Queen. They told me he was here— 
I see him not,— but I have wept me blind;— 
And then that axe, that keen bright edgy axe. 
Which flashed across my eyeballa, blinding me 
More than a sea of tears, — Here's one ! — Oh fly 
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If tlion be nan, and bid tike headsman stay 

His blow for one short hour, one little houi, | 

Till I have found Lord Fairfax ! Thou shalt have , 

Gold, miuea of gold ! Oh, save him ! save the King t 

Crom. Peace ! peace ! Have comfort ! 

QuzBN. Comfort 1 and be dies. 
The J murder him ; the axe falls on his neck ; 
The blood cornea plashing ! — Comfort ! 

Enter Last FAiBfAS. 

Lady F. Out, alas ! 
I can hear nought of Fairfax, royal Uadam 1 — 
Cromvell, the maatei-mnrderer ! 

QuBBN. Oh, forgave her! 
She knows not what she says. If then be Cromwell, 
Thou hast the power to rescue. See I kneel ; 
I kiss thy feet. Oh, save him ! Take the crown ; 
Take alt bnt hia dear life ! Oh, save him, save him I 
And I will be tl^ slave ! — I, a bom Princess, 
I, a crowned Qaeen, will be thy slave. 

Cbou- Arise! 
Mj Lady rairfax lead this frantic woman . 
To where her children bide. 

Queen. Thou wilt not make 
Mj children fetherless f Oh, mercy ! mercy ! 
I have a girl, a weeping innocent girl. 
That never leamt to smile, and she shall be 
Thy handmaid ; ghe shall tend thy daughters. I, 
That was so proud, offer my fairest child 
To be thy bondwoman. 

Gbom. Raise her! Undo 
These clasping hands. I marvel. Lady Fur&s, 
Thon canst endnre to see a creature kneel 
To one create. 

Ladt F. Out on thee, hypocrite ! 
Where lags my husband P 

QuEKH. Save him, save him, Cromwell ! 

Cbom. Woman, arise ! Will this long agony 
Endure for ever? 
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Enter Ieston om one tide, follmeed hy Faiujax and 
Hahrisoh on the other. 

Is lie deadP 

Fair. What means 
Thia piercing ontcry ? 

QuBEN. FaJrTai ! He ia saved I 
He is saved ! 

\_mi lolls vnihout. 

Ire. The beU ! the Abbe; beU ! Hark ! 

Crom. There 
The will of Heaven spake. The King is dead. 

Fair. Look to the Qneen. Cromwell, thia bliwdj work 
Is thine. 

Cbou. Ilia work is mine. For jon sad dame. 
She shall away to France. This deed is mine. 
And I will answer it. The Commonwealth 
la firmly 'stablisbed, Ireton, Harrison, 
The Saiats ahall role ia laraeL Mj Lord General, 
The army is thine own, and I a soldier, 
A lowly follower in the cause. This deed 
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MEMOIES OF THE 

COURT AND CABINETS 

OF GEORGE THE THIRD, 

FROM ORIGINAL FAMILY DOCUMENTS. 

BT THS DUXE OF BTJCEnTGnAlI ATSJ> CELAND08, S.a.,&e. 

Second Editidk, Revised. 2 toIs. 8vo., nith PorEraiCs. 30s. 



"Tliese volames contain much valuable matter. Tbe letters irhich George, 
first Marqnis of BucMngham, laid by u worthy of preaervatiOD, have aome claim 
to Bee the light, for he held more than one office in the State, and coDaequentl)' 
kept np a communicatioa vith a great number of biitorical personages. He 
himself nea tnice Lnrd-Lieutenant of Ireland, firat, under Lord Rockingham, and 
secondly, onder Pitt-, his moat constant correspondents were bis two brothers, 
William and Thomae Greniille, both of whom spent the chief part cf their liTea 
in official employments, and of whom the former is sufficiently known to fame 
as Lord Grenville. The staple of the book is made ap of these ^mil; documents, 
bat there are also to be found interspersed nith the Grenville narratiTc, letters 
from erery man of note, dating from the death of the elder Pitt to the end of 
the century. There are three periods upon which they shed a good deal of light. 
The fonnation of the Coalition Ministry in 17S3, the illness of the King in UBS, 
and the first war with Repuhlican France. Lord Grenville'a letters to his brother 
afford a good deal of information on the machinations of the Prince's party, and 
the conduct of the Prince and the Duke of York during the King's illness." — 7%e 
Tima. 

" A very remarkable and valuable publication. The Duke of BacHngham has 
himself nndertaken the task of forming a history from the papers of his grand- 
father and giest.nncle, the Earl Temple (first Marquis of Buckingham), and Lord 
Grenville, of the days of the second Wm. Pitt. The letters which are given to 
the public In these rolnmes, extend aver an interval commencing with 17S2, and 
ending with ISOO. In that iaterval events occurred which can never lose their 
interest as incidents in the history of England. The Coalition Ministry and its 
diamitMl by the King — the resistance of the Sovereign and Pitt to the efforts of 
the diicarded minitten to force themselves again into office— the great con- 
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tditalioiud quMtion of the R^tacj which ueie upon the King*! disaetroni ni 
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le conteit upon thu quealion betweeo the heir apptreat and the nunitten 
of the Crown — the breaking oat of the French ReTolution, and the consequent . 
entrance of Englaad upon the great Eumpeio inr,-~-t]ieM, with the union ! 
with Ireland, are political movementi ererr detail of which poaaesses the deepen , 
t. In theie volumee, detajli, then guarded with the moat anxious can I 
II efci hot thoM of Che privileged few, art now for the fint time ^ven to | 
the public. The most lecret history of many of the trsnuctions is laid hire. . 
It a not poiiible to couceire contemporary hiitor; more completely exemplified. 
From inch materials it wai not possible to form a work that would not pouea I 
the Ter; higheit interest. The Duke of BuddDgham bat, however, moulded hii ' 
materials with no ordinarr ability and skill. The connecting namtiTe is writleo < 
both with judgment and vigour — not unfrequently in a style - that comes up to | 
the highest order of biitoiiciil composition— espedally in some of the sketches of 
personal character. There is scarcely a single individual of celebrity throughoiK 
the period from 1782 to 1800 who is not iutrDdoced into these pagea ; amongit , 
others, besides the King and the various members of the royal family, are Rock- ! 
ii^ham, Shelbume, North, Thurlow, Loughborough, Foi, I^tt, Sheridsn, Bnrte. ' 
POTtlaod, Sydney, Fitzwilliam, Tierney, Boclungham, Granville, Grey, MtJmei- ' 
bury,'Wilberfbrce,Burdett, Ktigibbon, Grattan, flood, Comwallii, the Beresford!, I 
the Ponaonbys, the Wellesleys, Sk." — Sftming Htrald. 

" These memoirs are amoi^ the most valuable materials for history that ha« 
recently been brought to light out of the ftrchivea of any of our great fiunilies. 
The period embraced by the letters ia from the bcgiiming of 1782 to the close 
of 1799, comprising the last days of the North Admirustration, the brief life of 
the Rockingham, and the troubled life of the Shelborae Ministry, the stormy 
career of the Coalidon of '83, the not less stormy debutes and intrudes which 
brake out on the first inaanity of the King, the gradoal modificationa of Pitt's first 
Ministry, and the opening days of the struggle with France ^er her flnt great 
revolution- Of these the moat valuable Ulustrations concern the motives ot Foi 
in withdrawing bom Shelbume and joining with North against him, the desperam 
intriguiDg and deUberate bad fiutb ol the King exerted against the CoalitioB, and 
the profligacy and heartleasness of the Prince of Wales and his brother all through 
the Regency debates. On some incidental sul^ects, ^ao, as the afftin of Ireland, 
the Wairen Uaatings trial, the Fitzgerald outbresk, the Union, the sad viciaaitudes 
and miseries of the last days of the old French monaicby. &&, the volumes supply 
. illustrative ^cta and comments of much interest." — £ra»it>i«r. 

" This valuable contribution to the treasures of Mitoric lore, now for the 

st time produced from the arcluves of the BuckinghMn fhmily displaya the 
action of the different parties in the State, throws great light on the personal 
character of the King, as well as on tbe shsre which he totJi in the direction of 
public B^hirs, and incidentally reveals many &cts hitherto bat imperfectly known 
or altogether mdmown. In order to render the contents of the letters more 
intell^iible, the noble Editor has, with great tact and judgment, set them out in 
a kind of historical frameworic, in which tha leadii^ circumstances under which 
they were vrritteu are bheSy indisated — the result being a happy oombinaiioa of 
the eompleteneaa <^ historical narrative with the &e^eas of original tbonght 
and of ceatenponuieoaB recard."-'/afa> BuH 

" ThcM volumes are a treasure for the politiciin, and a mine of wealth for the 
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LORD GEORGE BENTINCE: 

A POLITICAL BIOGBAPHY. 

BT thu biqht ho^. b. msBAjaaci, klf. 

FirTH AND Cbbapbb Edition, Revised. Poet Bvo. 10s. 6d. 



From Blackwood's Maoazine. — " This biographjr cannot fail ta attract tlie 
deep attentiOD of the pablic. We are bound to say, ttiat us a political biography 
have rarely, if ever, met with a book mare deiteioualy bandied, or d 
!te with JQlerest. The luslory of the famous Beasion of 1846, as writtei 
Disraeli in that biiUiaut and pointed style of which he is so consummate a matter, 
is deeply interestiog. He has traced this memorable struggle with a vlvatity and 
power unequalled ai yet in any narratiTe of Parliamentary proceedings." 

Yatat The Dublin UNtvBBsrrT Magaxihe. — "A political biography of 
Lord Geo^a Beutinck by Mr. Diaiaeli must needi be a work of interest and 
impiKtaace. Either the subject or the writer wonid be sufficient to iovel 
with botb— the combiiHLtiaa soiroands it with pecoliar attractions. In 

t interestiBg volume Mr. Disraeli has produced a memoir of his friend in 
whicb he has combined the warmest enthusiasm of affectionate attachment with 
the calmness of the critic." 

Fbou Thb Moilnimo Hikald. — " Ur. Disraeli's tribute ts the memory of 
his departed friend is as graceful and as touching as it is accurate and impartiaL 
No one of Lord GeiH^ Bentinck's colleagues could have iMen selected, who, 
from Us h%h literary attainments, his personal intimacy, and party associations, 
would have done such complete justice to the memory of a friend and Parlia- 
mentary aasodale. Mr. Disraeli has here presented us with the very type and 
embodiment of what history should be. His sketch of the condition of pa 
is seasoned irith some of those piquant personal episodes of party manceu 
and private intrignes, in the author's happiest and most captivating vein, which 
convert the dry details of politics into a sparkling and agreeable narrative." 



LORD PALMERSTON'8 OPINIONS 

AND POLICY; 

AS MINISTER, DIPLOMATIST, AND STATESMAN, 



I T. Bvo., with Portrait, I2a. 

" This work oogbt to have a place in every political library. It gives a com- 
plete view of the sentiments and opinions by which the policy of Lord 
Palmerston has been dictated ai a diplomatist and statesman." — CArmicZs. 

" This ia a remarkable ui4 seasonable pubUcation ; but it ia something mo 
it is a nduable addition to the historic^ treasures ef our eouctry during more 
than feity of the most memorable years of oar annals. We earnestly recona|.eiid 
the folsme to general penual." — Simdari. 
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4 HURST AND BLACKETTS NEW PUBLICATIONS. 

THE LIFE or MARIE DE MEDICIS, 

QUEEN OP FRANCE, 

CONSORT or HENRY IV., AND REGENT UNUER LOUIS XIO. 

BT UIBS FABDOX, 

Anthot of "Loni* XIV. uid the Court of Frence, in the 17tli Ceutarr," &c ! 

Second Edition. 3 Urge toIi. Sto^ with Fine Portraits. 



" Afeicioating booi. The history of such a womaa a* the beautiful, irapnlsvfc 
eameat, and aCTectionate Marie i^e Medidi could only be done justice to bj i 
female pen, impelled by all the sjmpathies of wamsnbood, bat EtrenKthened bj 
an erudition b; which it ia not in. every case accompanied. In Miss Pardoe Iht 
unfortunate Queen haa found both thsae requisites, and the result has beea i 
biography combining the attractiveueas of romance with the reliableoeu of his- 
tory, and which, taking a place midvay between the 'freacoed galieriei' el 
Thien7,andthe 'philoaophic watch-tower of Guizot,'haBalltbe pictorial brOliann 
of the oae, with much of the reflective gpeculB.tiaD of the other." — Daily Ifaa. 

" A Talaable, well-written, and elaborate biography, diaplaying an iinDiiiil 
amount of induatry and research." — Morning Cltronicle. 

"k careful apd elaborate historical composition, rich in peraoaal anecdttt. 
Nowhere cnn a more indmate acquaintance be obtained with the pHacipal event 
and leading perBOHBgei of the first half of the 17th century." — ilfomin^ Pott. 

" A uorlt of high hterary and historical merit. Rarely have the stranp 
Ticissiludcs of romance been more intimately blended with the facts of rai 
history than in the hfe of Marie de Medids ; nor has the difBcult problem oj 
combining with the fidelity of biography the graphic power of dramatic delinealian 
been often more succeasfully solved than by the talented author of the volnmes 
before as. As a personal narrative, Miis ParJoe's admirable biography possesses 
the most absorbing and constantly sustained interest ; as a historical record of the 
events of which it treats, its merit is of no ordinary description." — John Bail 

" A life more dramatic than that of Matie de Medidshas seldom been written; 
one more imperially tragic, never. The period of French history chosen by Miss 
Pardoe is rich in all maimer of assodalions, and bringa together the loAieit 
namea and most interesting events of a stirring and dazzling epoch. She has 
been, moreover, exceedingly fortunate ia her materials. A manuscript of the Com- 
mandeur de Rambure, Gentleman of the Bedchamber under the Kings Henry IV.. 
IjOuIi XIII.. and Lonia XIV., eonaisting of the memoirs of the writer, with ah 
the most memorable events which took place during the re^s of those three 
Majesties, from the year 1594 to that ot 1660, was placed at her disposal by 
M. de la Plane, Member of the Inatitut Royal de la France. This valuable 
record is Tcry voluminous, and throws a flood of light on every transaction. Of 
this imporiant document ample use has been judiciously made bj Miss Pardoe; 
and her narrative, accordingly, has a fulness and particularity possessed by none 
other, and which adds to the dramatic interest of the subject. The work ia very 
elegantly written, and will be read with delight. It forms another monum 
the worihineas al female iiitslket in the age we live in." — lOntnitd Ntm 
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HISTORY AND BIOGRAPHY. 



MEMOIRS OF THE 

BARONESS D'OBERKIRCH, 



THE COURTS OF FRANCE, RUSSIA. AND GERMANY. 

■WEJTTBN By HDItSEIiF, 

And Edited by Her Grandson, the Count db UotrrBHiiON. 

3 Tol). Post 8vo. 31«. ed. 



The Bkrooess d'Oberidrch, being the ialioiBte friend of tbe Empress of Rui 
wife of PbiiI I., and the CDnSdential companion of the Duches) of Bouibon, 
her facilities for obtiuniDg information respecting the most private atfeirl of the 
principal ConrtB of Europe, render her ilemoin nariTSlled as a book of interest- 
ing anecdotes of the royal, noble, and other celebrated individual! yriia flourished 
on the continent daring the latter part of the last century. Among tbe royal per- 
sonages Introduced to the reader in this work, are Louis XVI., Marie Antoinette, 
Philip Egalit^, and all the Princes of France then living— Peter the Great, the 
Empress Catherine, the Emperor Paul, and his sons Constantino and Alexander, 
of Rnsaia— Frederick the Great and Prince Henry of Prussia—The Emperor 
Joseph II. of Austria — Guatavut III. of Sneden — Princess Christina of Sa:iony — 
Sobieski, and Ciartoriaki of Poland — and the Princes of Brunswick and Wurtem- 
berg. Among; tbe remarkable persona are the Princes and Princesses de Lamballe, 
'e Ligne and Galitzin — tbe Dukes and Duchesses de Choiseul, de Mazarin, de 
lonfflers, de la Valhfere, de Guiche, de PenthiSyre, and de PoUgnac — Cardinal de 
Rohan, Marshals Biron and d'Harconrt, Count de Staremberg, Baroness de 
Krudener, Madame Geofiria, Talleyrand, Mirabeau, and Necker~-with Count 
Cagliostro, Mesmer, Vestris, and Madame Mara; and the work also includes 
such literary celebrities as Voltaire, Condorcet, de la Harpe, de Beaumarchsis, 
Roussean, Lavater, Bernouilli, Rayna], de I'Ep^e, Huber, Giithe, Wieland, Male- 
iherbes, Marmontel, de Stael and de Genlis ; vrith some singular disclosures 
respecting those celebrated Englishwomen, Elizabeth Cbudleigb, ruchess of 
Kingston, and Lady Craven, Margravine of Anspach. 



ac psrftcl productTon 



pnlUaD tbrDira In the high placi 
roJumn CAHt heuULf Ui every rei 



gftHnlpopularlly.*' — Dail^ N 

"Ow of IbB molt Inltmlhig plecH o( co ...... .. 

«neetl«i of nmirkiible UHdoMi ud valuEble remlnlHum Ifer produHd."— JoAn Bull. 
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HURST AND BIACKBTT'S HEW TOBLICATIONS. 



MEMOIRS OF JOHN ABERNETHY, F.R.S.. 

WITH A VIEW OF HIS WBITINGS, LECTURES, AND CHABACTEK. 

BT GEOBaS! KAOEL'WAXN', T.B.C.8., 

Author of " Uedicine vid SvTgaj One lodnodie Sdenee," See. 

SacOND Edition. S v. port Bto,, with Portrait. Zls, 

" A memoir of high proftuion*] »nd general interest." — ifanung Pott. 

" These memoira coavej * graphic, uxl, we belirre, Mthful pictiirc of the 
celebrated John Abernethy. The volnraei are written in _» popoltr stjle, and will 
iStoid to the general reader nmch instmetion and entertainment." — BrraU. 

" Tbii is a hoi^ which onght to be read by ereiy one. The prcffesBiouI man 
will find in it the career of one of the mort illnatrioni profeaaon of medidne of 
our own or of any other age — the etndent of intellectnal adence the progren of i 
tnil* profound philosopher — and all, the leuon afforded by a good nuui'i lift. 
Abmiethy's memory ia worthy of a good Wographer, and happily it faai fgosd 
one. Mr. Macilwain writes well; and evidently, in giving the faistoiy of hii 
deceased friend, he eiecntea a labour of love. The anuigement of his awtto ip 
eiceUent: so happily interwoven with narrative, snecdotea, often comics] enot^ 
and deep reflection, as to carry a reader fbrward inetoatibly." — Standard, 



THE LITERATURE AND ROMANCE 

OF NORTHERN EUROPE: 



SY -WILLIAM AUD MABT HOWTTT. 8 TOU. SOa. 

" English readers have long been indebted to Mr. fuid Mm. Howitt. Tbey 
have now increased oar obligations by presenting na with thia moat charming and 
valuable work, by means ot which the great mnjority of the reading public will 
be, for the Giat time, made acquainted vilh the rich storet of intellectual wealth 
long garnered in the hterature and beautifnl romance of Northern Europe. 
From the famoua Edda, whoae ori^n ia lost in antiquity, down to the novela of 
UisB Bremer and Baroness Knorring, the proae and poetic writings of Denmark, 
Norway, Sweden, and Iceland are here introduced to us in a manner at once 
aingnlarly comprehenuve and concise. It ia no dry ennmention of namca, hot 
the very marrow and spirit of the variona works diaplayed before na. We have 
old hallads and fairy tales, always fascinating ; we have acenei from plaja, and 
selections from the poets, with most attractive biographiea of great men. Tlw 
songs and ballads are traBsloted with exquisite poetic beauty." — Sun. 

" A book full of information — and as snch, a welcome addition to our litentare. 
The tranalBtions — especially of some of the ballads and other 
eoted with spirit and taste." — jUhmauoi. 



jNGoogle 



mSTORT AND BIOGftAPHY. 7 

MEMOIRS AUD CORKESPONDENCE OT 

MAJOR GENERAL SIR W. NOTT. G.C.B., 

ENVOY AT THE COURT OF LUCKNOW. 
EDITED BT J. H. STOCQnBLEB, ESQ., 

At the nqneet (^ tiie Danghten of Hm I*l« General, from PnTste Fspera tad 
OSeUI DocHBieDts in thdi posmnon. 2 Tola. Svo., with Portrait. 



MILITABY LIFE IN ALGERIA. 

BY" TKE OOUITT F. DB OASTBZJiAITE. 3 vols. 21s. 

" We commGnd tluB book as reaBj worth perusal. The volinnes malce lu 
fatniliarly acqaainted with the nature of Algerian experience. Cbangamicr, 
Cavaignac, Canrobert, Lamoridere, and St, Arnaud are broii'-' t prominently 
before the reader." — Examiner, 

" These volumei will Ije read with eitraordinary interest. The vivid maj 
in which the author narrates his adventures, and the number of personal aneedates ' 
tbat he IcDs, engage the reader's atteation in an eitraordinar]' manner." 
Sunday Timet. 



AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 

AN ENGLISH SOLDIER 

IN THE UNITED STATES' AEMT. 2 Tols. 31a. 
" The novelty chaiBctedsiBg these interesting volumes is likely to secure them 
niany readers. In the first place, an account of the intenul organization, the 
manners and customs of the United States' Federal Army, is in itself, a novelty, 
and a still greater novelty is to have this account rendered by a man who hid 
served in the English brfore j(uning the Americaa amy, and nho can give his 
report after having every opportunity of compaiiaon. The author went througli 
the Mexican campaign with General Scott, end his volumes contain much descrip- 
tive matter concerning battles, sieges, and marches on Mexican territory, besides 
their sketches (rf the normal chronic condition of a United States' soldier in time of 
peace." — Dailji Nem. 

BRITISH COBQUESTS IN INDIA. 

BY HOaACHl ST. JOHH. 2 vols. 31b. 

" A work of great and permanent historical value and interest." — Pmt. 
" The style is graphic and spirited. The facts are well related and artistically 
grouped. The oarrslive is always readable and interesting." — Atkeiuenm. 



HISTORY OP CORFU; 

AND OF THE REPUBLIC OF THE IONIAN ISLANDS. 
BY T.TTiiTPr H. J. W. JEBVI8, Boyal ArtLUery 1 voL 10a. 6d. 
"Written vritli great care amd Tesearch, and including probably all tlie 
paiticulat* of any moment in the history of Corfu." — Atkeiatm. 
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8 HUEST AND BLACKETT's NEW PUBUCATIONS. 



CLASSIC AND HISTORIC PORTKAITS. ; 

BT JAJCSS SRVaiE. 2 toIb. 21b. | 

This -work compriBH Bic^apliiei of the foUawing Citaaic and Historic Pet. '. 
tOMgei: — Sappho, £>ap. Fythagoraa, Aspaiia, Milto, Agetilana, Socrates, Plsio, 
Alcitoadea, Helen of Troy, Aleiander the Great, Demetrius Poliarcetes, Sdpia ' 
Afrioanui, SjiUa, Cleopatra, Juliui Cnaar, Angiutoi, Tiberioa, Germanicut, ' 
Caligula, LoUia Pauliaa, Coaonia, Boa^cea, Agrippiaa, Poppca, Otho, Com- I 
modal, Caracalla, Heliogabalu9,Zeiiobia, Julian the Apostate, Endocia, Theodon, \ 
Cbarlemagne, Abelaid and Heloise, Elizalietli of Hungary, Dante, Bobert Bnux, ' 
Ignei de Caltro, Agnes Sorel, Jane Shore, Lucrezia Borgia, Anne Bullm, Ditot ' 
of Poitiera, Catherine de Medicis, Queen Elizabeth, Mar; Queen of Scoti, I 
Cerrantes, Sir Kenelm Digb^, John SobiesM, Anne of Austria, NiDoa de ' 
I'Enclos, Mile, de Moatpensiei, tlie Duchess of Orlenna, Madame de Maintenon, | 
Catharine of Russia, snd Madame de Stael. 

" A Qook which has man; merits, most of all, that of a fresh aod unhadknied [ 
subject. The volumes are the result of a good deal of reading, and have besides ! 
an original spirit and flavour about them, nhich tiave pleased di much. Mr. '■ 
Brace is often eloquent, often humorous, and bas a proper appreciation o[ the ' 
wit and sarcasm belonging in abundance to his theme. The variety and amomit . 
of information scattered through hts volumes entitle them to be generally lead, i I 
and to he received on all hsJids with merited favour." — Examiner. \ 

" We find in these piquant volumes the liberal outpourings of a ripe scfaolanhip, | 
the results of wide and various reading, given in a style and manner at once plea- ' 
sant, gossippy and picturesque."— ^(Antaimi, 

" A seriea of biographical sketches, remarkable far their truth and fidelity. The I 
work is one which will please the classical scholar and the student of history, ' 
while it also contains entertaining and instructive matter for the general teadet." ' 
— Zilerary Oatelit, I 

EULE AND MISKDLE OF I 

THE ENGLISH IN AMERICA.' 

BT THBJ AUTHOB OS" " BAM SLICK," 3 vola. 21a. \ 

"We conceive this work to be by far the most valuable and important Judge i 

Hallburton has ever written. While teeming with interest, moral and tustorical, ' 

to the general reader, it equally constitutes a philosophical study for iite politidan ' 

and statesman. It will be found to let in a flood of light upon the actual orinn, ' 

formation, and progress of the republic of the United States." — N. lutd M. Gat. ' 



THE SONG OF KOLAND, ; 

AS CHANTED BEFOKB THE BATTLE 01 HASTINGS, j 

BT THE MINSTREL TAIIXEFEK. 

TEAWSIlATBD BT THE AUTHOB OF "EMZUA "WTlrDElAM." \ 

Small 4to., handsomely bound, gilt edges, Ss. i 

"'The Song of Roland' is well worth general perusaL It is sinritcd and ! 

^_.:_. .^a _, . . doubt, faithiifl picture of tliecliiT«lric 
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HISTORY AND BIOGRAPHY. 



THE JOURNALS AND CORRESPONDENCE OP 

GENERAL SIR HAIIRT CALVEET, 



COHF&iaiHO THE CAUPAIOHS IN FLANDEBS AND 



SDITBD BT HIB BOM". BIS HABBT VBKWET, BABT. 
1 vol. rojtl Sio., 'nithlai^ maps, Ha. bound. 
" Both the journals and letters of Capt. Calvert are full of interest. The 
letters, in particular, are entitled to niucli praise. Not too long, easy, graceful, 
not without wit, and everywhere marked by good sense and good taste— the 
seiles addressed bj Capt. Calvert ttj his sister are literary compositions of no 
common order. With the beat means of observing the progress of the war, and 
with his faculties of judgment exercised and strengthened by eiperience — a quick 
eye, a placid temper, and a natural aptitude for language rendered Capt. Calvert 
in many respects a model of a military critic. Sir Harry Terney has performed 
his duties of editor very well. The book is creditable to all parties caacemed in 
its production." — AlAetiieuni. 



COLONEL LANDMANN'S ADVENTURES 

AND EECOLLECTIONS. 2 vols. 21s. 

" Araoug the anecdotes in this work will he found notices of King George III., 
the Dukes of Kent, Cumberland, Cambridge, Clarence, and Richmond, the Princeea 
Augusta, General Garth, Sir Harry Mildmay, Lord Charles Somerset, Lord Edward 
Fitzgerald, Lord Heathfield, Captain Grose, S:o. The volumes abound in inte- 
resting matter. The anecdotes are one and all amusing." — Obierver, 

"These ' Adventures and Recollections' are those of a gentleman whose birth 
and profession gave hhn facilities of access to distinguished society. Colonel 
Lapdmann writes so agreeably that we have little doubt that his volumes will tie 
acceptable.' '' — Al Aenttum. 

ADVENTURES OF 

THE CONNAtJGIlT RANGERS. 

SECOND SERIES. ' 

BT ■WILLIAM GEATTAK, ESQ., 

LATE LIECTKMANT COyNACQDT UANGEBB. 2 Vols. 21S. 

" In this second series of the adventures of this &mous regiment, the aathor 
eitends his narrative from the first formation of the gallant SSth up to the 
occupation of Paris. All the battles, sieges, and skirmishes, in which the regi. 
meat took part, are described. The volumes are iaternoven with original anec- 
dotes that give a freshness and spirit to the whole. The stories, and the sketches 
of sodety and manners, with the anecdotes of the celebrities of the time, are told 
in an agreeable end unaffected manner. The work bears all the characteristics 
of a loldier't straightforward and eatertaining narrative." — Suni/ag Timea, 
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10 HURsrr AND biackbtt's new publications. 
THE MARVELS OE SCIENCE, 

AND THEIR TESTIMONY TO HOLT WETP [ 



BY 8. W. FULZ.OM, B8< 
Sbvutib Edition, with NniuKons lLi.*in:ATiONB. Foit 8ro. Fb. Gd. 



" This work treita of the whole origin of natore in aa intelUgent atf le ; it puti 
into the hsads of every man the mekni of infonnation on facts the most tablime, 
and converti inlo interMliag end eloquent description problems which once 
perplexed the whole geniui of nunkiod. We congratulate the author on his 
research, hia ioformstxoa, aad his graceful and happy language." — Britarmia, 

" The skill displayed ia the treatment of the idencei » not the least marrel in 
the volume. The reaaoniaga of the author are fordble, fluently eipresMd, and 
calculated to make a deep impmaion. Genuioe serrice has been done to die 
cause of Revelation by the issue of such a book, which is more than • mere 
literary triumph. It ia a good action." — Globe. 

" Ita tone is grave, grand, and argumentative, and rises to the majesty of poetiy. 
As a commentary upon the stupendous facts which exist in the universe, it is 
truly a work which merits our sdmiratioa, and we unheaitatingly refer our readers 
to its fascinating pages,". — THtpatch. 

"V^thout parading the elaborate natnre of his personal investigations, the 
author hsa laid hold of the discoveHes in every department of natural srience in 
a manner lo be apprehended by the meanest nndeistanding, but which will at the 
same time command the attention of the scholar." — Mtaatnger. 

"A f^rsnd tour of the sciences. Mr. FuUom starts from the Sun, runs round 
by the Planets, noticing Comets aa be goes, and puts up for a rest at the Ceotral 
Sun, He gets into the Milky Way, which bringi him to the Fiied Stars and 
Nebulffi. He munches the crust of the Earth, and looks over Fossil Animals and 
Plants. This is followed by a disqiuBition on the science of the Scriptures. He 
then comes back to the origin of the Earth, visits the Magnetic Poles, gets 
among Thunder and Lightning, makes the acquaintance of Magnetism and Elec- 
tricity, dips iato Rivers, draws science from Springs, goes into Volcanoes, through 
which he is drawn into a knot of Earthquakes, comes to the sorface with Gaseous 
Emanations, and sUding down a Landslip, renews his joorney on a ray of Light, 
goes through a Prism, sees a Mirage, meets with the Flying Dutchman, observes 
an Optical IQusion, steps over the Raiubow, enjoys a dance with the Northern 
Aurora, takes a little Polarized Light, boils some Water, sets a SCeam-Engine in 
motion, witnesses the expansion of Metals, looks at the Thermometer, and 
refreshea himself with Ice. Soon he is at Sea, examining the Tides, tumbling 
on the Waves, swimming, diving, and aacertaining the preasure of Fluids. We 
mr"* ^'jr. ""^t '■> *'■« Air, running tbrougii m1! its properties. Having remarked 
on the propagatioD of Sounds, he pauses for a bit of Music, and'goes off into the 
Vegetable Kingdom, then travels through the Animal Kingdom, and baring 

visited the various races of the human family, winds up with " ^ ' — " ' 

the Anatomy of Man." — F — -'-- 



jnGoo^Ic 



TOTAfiES AND TRAVELS. 11 

NARRATIVE OP A 

JOURNEY ROUND THE WORLD 



A -WINTER PASSAGE ACROSS THE ANDES TO CHILI, 



S. OliBSTAECKZIB. 
3 TOb. poat 8vo. 31ft. 6d. 



" SUrtmg from BremcB for CatiforDia, tlie author of tMs Narrstive proceeded 
to Bin, and thence to Buenos Ajite, nbere he eidiiuiged the wild seas for the 
;et wilder Pampas, and made hie ttiy on horseback to Valparaiso across the 
Cordilleras— a winter passage fnll of difficulty and danger. From Vaiparajso 
he Bailed to California, and visited San Frandsco, Sacramento, and the mining 
dUtrictt generallj. Thence he steered his course to the South Sea Islands, 
resting at Hoaolnlo, Tahiti, Mid other gems of the sea in that qiiartir, and from 
thence to Sydney, marching thtoagh the Mnnay Valley, and inspecting ihe 
Adelaide district. From AnstTaKa he dashed onward to Java, riding throngh the 
interior, and taking a general survey of Batavia, with a glance at Japan fmd the 
Japanese. An active, intelligent, observant man, the notes be made of his adven- 
tnreB are full of variety and interest. His descriptions of places and persons are 
lively, and his remarks on natural productions and the phenomena of earth, sea, 
and skjr are always sensible, and made with a view to practical results.. Those 
portions of the Narrative which refer to California and Anstralia are replete with 
vivid sketches ; and indeed the whole work abounds with living and jMturesque 
descriptions of men, maaiiers, and localities." — Olote. 

"The author of this comprehensive narrative embariced at Bremen for CaH- 
fonua, and then took ship to the South Sea Islands, of which and of their inhabit- 
ants we have some pleasant skelchei. From the South Sea Islands he sailed to 
Australia, where he effected a very daring and adventurous journey by himself 
through the Muiia; Valley to Adelaide. He then proceeded to Java, the interior 
of which he eiplored to a considerable distance. Before ha departed for Europe, 
he remained some time at Batavia, and was so fortunate as to witness the arrival 
of the Japanese vessel bringing her annual cargo of goods from Japan. Inde. 
pendently of great variety — for these pages are never monotonous or dull — a 
pleasant freshness pervades Mr. Gerstaecker's chequered narrative. It oRers mach 
to interest, and conveys much valuable information, act forth in a very ludd and 
graphic manner." — Aiierucum. 

" These trtvels consisted principally in a ' winter passage across the Andes to 
Chih, with a visit to the gold regions of California and Australia, the South Sea 
Islands, Java, &c.' In the present state of things and position of alttin, no more 
desirable book can he imagined. It carries us at once to the centre of attractions 
— it conveys us to the land of promise to expectsjit thonsands. We bcho.ld, face 
to face, the mighty regions where so man; of our countrymen have gone, that 
it seems almost a second home. We are informed, in minute details of the life 
that is led there. There is no false glitter thrown over the accounts ; the aotbor 
evidently strives to raise no false hopes, and eidte no unreasonable expectations. 
The aceoants given of California are particularly explicit. The description of 
Sydney daring the exdtement prevailing on the discovery of new mines is very 
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HURST A.ND BLACKBTT S NEW PUBLICATIONS. 



AUSTRALIAAS IT IS: 

ITS SETTLEMENTS, FARMS, AND GOLD FIELDS. 
- BY- 7. Z.ANCSILOTT. XSQ.. 



Second Edition, reviied. 2 vol*, poit 8to. 21i. 

"Thii it aD Dudaraed account of the actual condition in which these colonin 
are found by a profeuional Buireyor and raineralogitt, who goe« over the gntoid 
with a cueful glance and b remarkable aptitude for leizing on the praclictll poT' , 
tioni of the subject. On the dimale, the TCgetatian, and th« agrindtind i 
reaourcei of the counlrv, he ia copioui in the extreme, aud to the inteudiu! i 
emigrant an invaluable inatructor. As maj be expected from n scientific hand, | 
the tubject of gold digging undergoea a thorough manipulation. Mr. Lanceloti ' 
dnelli with minuteara) on ihe several indications, atratiScations, varietieB of aoil, . 
and methods of working, experience hai pointed out, and offera a perfect maniial 
of the new craft to the adventuroua lettler. Nor haa he neglected to provide 
him with information aa to the aea vojage and all it* acceuoriei, the commodilia 
most in leqaeat at the anfipodea, and a general Tiew of aocial wanta, famil; 
management, &c., such as a ahiewd and obaerrant counaeilor, aided b; oU . 
reaident authorities, can aSbrd. As a guide to the auriferous rcgioas, aa wdl u ' 
the pastoral solitodei of Australia, the wlirk is anaurpaased." — Gbbt. 

"Thisia the best book on the new El Dorado; the beet, not only in respect to 
matter, sl)>le, and arrangement, in all of which merits it excela, but eniinentlT 
the best because the latest, and the work of a man profesaionall; coDversant with 
thoae ckcumstances which are charming hundred* of thouiandt annnxlly to tbi 
great Southeni Continent. The laat twenty yean bare been prolific of woiln 
upon Australia, but they are all now obsolete. Every one who takes an interen 
ID AugtraJia would do well to poaaeas him*elf of Mr. Laocelott's nark, wbidi 
tells everything of the social atate, of the pbyaiology, and the predoni mincralogr 
of the gold country." — Standard. 

" We advise all about to emigrate to take this book aa a counaellor and com- 
panion." — itoyif » Wtekly Paper. 



A LADY'S VISIT TO THE GOLD DIGGINGS ' 

OF AUSTRALIA ^N 1852-3. 

B7 HB8. OHABLBS OI.AOY'. 1 toI. 10b. 6d. 

" The moat pithy and entertaining of all the books that have been written on 
the gold digginga." — Literary Oatelte. 

" Mra. Ctacy's book will be read with conaidenbte interest, and not without ' 
profit. Her statemeuta and advice will be most uaeful among her own aex." — 
Athernum. 

"Mrs. Clacy tella her story well. Her book ia the moat graphic account of the 
digginga and the gold country in general that is to be had." — Dailg tfetet. 

" One of the beat guides to Auitialian.emigranta yet iasued." — Sletiengtr. 
work a* the emigrant'* vade nmdn."— »c 
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TOTfAGES AND TRAVELS. 



A SK^TCHER'S TOUR 

ROUND THE WORLD. 

BT BOBBBT BIiWES, BBQ. 
Sbcokd Edition, 1 vol. rojal Bto., with 21 Coloured IllustrationB from Original 
Designg b; the Author. Sli. elegnntl; bouod, gilt edges. 
"Combining in itself the best qualities of a library Tolome, with that of a gifU 
boolt, la Mr. Elwea' ' Sketcher'B Tour.' It is an unaffected, well-written record 
of s tour of aome 36,000 miles, and is accompanied by a number of Teij beautiful 
tinted lithographs, executed by the author. These, as well as the literary 
aketches in tbe volume, deal most largely with Southern and Spanish America, — 
Vfhence the reader is afterwards taken by Lima to the Sandwich IsUmls, is earned 
to and fro among tbe strange and cxdting scenes of the Pacific, — thence aaila to 
the Australian coast, — passes to China, — afterwards to Singapore and Bombay, — 
and so home by Egypt and Italy. The book is pleaaantly written throughout, 
and with the pictDresque Teriety that cannot bat belong to the description of a 
aucceasion of such scenes, is also full of interesting and iostmctive remarks." — 



" Thia is a delightful book. Mr. Elwea, in bia Tom- through America, Aua- 
tralia, India, China, Turkey, Egypt, and Europe, baa chosen the grandest and tbe 
most beaotifnl acenery for the exercise of his pencil. To tbe illustrations he has 
added descriptions so liiid that his pen makes the work of the pencil almost 
unnecestary. It is hard to aay to what class of works the book must be assigned. 
The beauty of the ei^ravinga, and the handsome getting-up, moke it an extremely 
elegant book for tbe table of the drawing-room. The abundance of lively 
remaika and anecdotes, and tbe extent aad variety of iaformation, make if - 
equally admirable book of learning and amusemeal" — Standard. 

" The garment in which this book comes forth aeema to point out tbe druwing- 
Toom table as ita place <^ destination. Tbe nature of its contents — cheerf^ 
lively letler-preaa — will aaaure it a ready welcome there. Yet it is not, therefore, 
ineligible for fhe library shelf— even for that abelf which is devoted to ' Voyages 
Kound the World.' Pleasanter reading, we repeat, need not be offered than ot" 
eketcher brings." — jithtruEWH, 

" In every respect a most ciiarnung volume, aboundiag with exquisite colonn 
engravings — an elegant gifUbook for the season." — Meuenger. 



A TOUR OF INQUIRY 

THROUGH FRANCE AND ITALY, 

SOCIAL, POLITICAL, AND RELIGIOUS CONDITION. 

BY BDWTIfD QVESCSB., ESQ.. 

Author of " Travela in European Turkey," " Circaaaia," &c. 2 voli. 21a. 

" Mr. Spencer bai travelled through France and Italy, with the eyes and feeling* 

Ota F 
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14 HURST AND BLACKETl's NBW PUBLICATIONS. 



TRAVELS IN EUROPEAN TURKEY: 

L, ICBTIA, «UUl*aiA, HACEDONIl, BOUHELIA, ALBANIA, A1 
A TISIT TO GKBECB AND THE IONIAN tSLBB, AND A. MOMK- 
■ mOAKT AKD THS BCLATONIAK WKOVTIICWM 



BT BSHUVS BFBVOBB, XSQ^ 
Anthor of "Teavus in Cibcassia," Bee. 

Second md Cbe^er Editioo, is 2 toI*. 8m. with lUutntion, and > TalmUe 

Idap of Enropetn Turke j, from the most recent Chuti in the pottCMOM o ' 

the Aiutrian ud Tnridih GoTenimenIs, fensed b; the Antbor, ISb. 

" Thei« importtiit lohnoeB appetr at an opportune moment, eu they describe 
some of tbose countiiei to which public Rtttaitioa i> noir more particuUrl^ 
directedt Torkej, Gieece, Hungary, and Anstrit. The aoUiai has given u 
moat interesting picture of the Tarldsb Empire, its venknesiet, and the e: 
bantasments from whidi it is now guffering, its financial difficulties, tlie diacD 
teat of its Christian, and the turbnlence of a great portion of its Mohammedan 
subjects. We are also introduced for the first time to tbe warlike moimttuneen 
of Boniik, Albuiia, Upper Moesia, and the almost inaccessible districts of tlte 
Pinduf and the Balkan. Tbe different nationalities of that Babel-like coimti}, 
Turkey in Eoiope, inhabited b; Sclavonians, Gr«e1is, Albanians, Macedoniuu, 
tbe Romani and Osmanli — their various characteristics, religioni, superstitions, 
together «ith their eingaiar customs and manners, tbeir ancient and coatem- 
porary history are vividly described. Tbe loaian Islands, Greece, Hungar)', and 
the Sclavonian Frorinces of Austria on the Lower Danube, are all deiineated in 
the author's happiest manner. We cordially recommend Mr. Spencer's Ttliiable 
and interesting volumes to tbe attention of the reader.^' — U. 5. Magazine. 

" Tbis intMeatiog work contains by far tiie most complete, the most en- 
lightened, and the most idiable amount of wbat has been bitberto alnost tbe 
terra incognita of Enropean Turkey, and supplies the reader with abtindsnoe of 
entertainment as well as instruction." — John BulL 

AECTIC MISCELLANIES. 

A SOUVENIR OF THE LATE POLAR SEARCH. 
BT VEE OFFIOEBS AND 8BA1CE1N OP THD HXPEDITIOBT. 



Second Edition. 1 vol. with Dmnerons BlnatralioDS, 10s. 6d. 



Fboh the " TiUES." — This Tolume is not the least interesting or in ati uoH tc 

[ among the records of the late expedition in search of Sir John Franklin, com- 
manded by Captain Austin. The most valuable portions of tbe book are those 
which relate to the sdentific and practical observations made in the course of the 
expedition, and tbe descriptions of scenery and incidents of arctic travcL From 
f the variety of the materials, and the novelty of tbe scenes and incidents to which 
; they refer, no less than the interest which attaches to all that relates to the 
I probable safety of Sir John Franklin and bis compaoions, the Arctic Miscellanies 

forms a veiy readaUe book, and one that redounds to the honour ti the n*tk 
] character. 
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VOYiGES AND TRAVELS. 15 

THE ANSTEEEH AND ISMAELEEH: 

A VISIT TO THE SECRET SECTS OP NORTHERN SYRIA, 

WITH A VIEW TO THE ESTABLISHMENT OP SCHOOLS. 

BT THE BXV. a. IiYDD, MJL, 

Latk Cbati^ih at BaTKODT. 1 tqI. 10b. Sd. 

" Mt. Ljde's pages fninuli ■ veiy good illastration of fbe present itite of same 
of the least known parts of SttU. Mr. Lyde visited the most importimt disbricts 
of the Aiiaj'reeh, lived with them, and conversed irith their sheiks or chief men. 
The practical urn of the author gives bis volnmes an interest vrhich voAt of 
greater pretension want," — Athen^tait. 

" By tar the best account of the countrf and the people that has been [resented 
by any traveller." — CHtic. 



TKAVELS IN INDIA AND KASHMIR. 

BT BABON SCHONBEBQ. 2 vols. 31b. 
"Ttiis account of a Journey through India and Kashmir vtill be read with 
considerable interest. Whatever came in his vray worth; of record the author 
committed to writing, and the result is an entertaining and instmctive miscellany 
of information on the country, its climate, its natural productions, its history and 
antiquities, and the character, the reli^on, and the social condition of its inhabi- 
tants. The remarks on these various topics possess additional interest as the 
author views India and our rule over that country with the eye of an impartial 
observer."— /o4ii Bna. 



KHARTOUM AND THE NILES. 

SY alDOBaB UXIiIiT, BSO. 

Second Edition. 2 v. post Bvo., with Map and lUostrations, 219. 
" Mr. Melly is of the same school of ^vel as tbe author of ' Eiithen.' His 
book altogether is very agreeable, comprising, besides the description of Khartoum, 
many intelligent illustrations of the relations now snbsisting between the Govem- 
merils of the Snltsji and the Pacha, and eioeedingly graphic sketches of Cairo, 
the Pyramids, the Plain <rf Thebes, the Cataracts, &c." — Examiner. 

ATLANTIC & TRANSATLANTIC SKETCHES. 

BT CAPTAUT MACKIMNOir, E.N. 3 toIb. ais. 

" Captain Mackinnon'a sketches of America are of a striking character and 
permanent value. His volumes convey a just impression of the United States, a 
fair sod candid view of their society and institutions, so well written and so 
entertaining that the effect of their perusal on the pubUc here must he con- 
aderable. They are light, animated, and lively, full of racy sketches, pictures of 
life, anecdotes of society, visits to remarkable men and famous places, spratisg 
episodes, &c., very original and interesting." — Sunday Timet, 
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16 HURST And blackett's new publications. 



REVELATIONS OF SIBERIA. ! 

BT A BAITIBHBD Z.AI1T. 
Third amd Cbiapis Edition. 2 Tola. I6b. 

" A thoroogWjf good boolt. It onnoi Ije read ii j too mmj people." — Diciau't 
Uonehold Wordi. 

"The authorei) of thoe folomei wsi > Ud; of quality, who, hann; incontd 
the displeaiura of the Russian GoTernment for a political offcDce, was exiled to i 
Siberia. The place of her eiije was Bereioi, the most northern part of this 
northern penal settlement ; and La it she apent about two years, not uaproHttlblr, I 
B» the reader will find by her interesting norlc, containing a lively and grapUc 
picture of the country, the people, ihcir mannerj and customa, &c. The bock | 
giyei a mait important and yaluable insight into the ecanomy of what has been i 
hitherto the terra incognita of Russian despotiain." — Daib/ Newt. I 

" Since the publication of the famous romance the ' Eiiles of Siberia,' of ; 
Madame Cottin, ne have bad no account of these desolate lands more attractirt ' 
than the present work, from the pen of the Lady Eve Felioaka, which, in its nn- i 
pretending style asd truthful simplicity, will win its iray to the reader's heart, ' 
and compel him to sympathise Tilth the fair sufferer. The series of hardships i 
endured in traversing these frozen solitudes is affectinglj told ; and once aetlled 
down at one of the most northern points of the eontict territory, BerezoT, six ' 
hundred miles beyond Tobolsk, the Author exhibits an obseFvant eye for tbc ' 
nalutal phenomena of those latitudes, as well as the habits of the semi-barharoDS | 
aborigiues. This portion of the book will be found by the naturalist as \tdi as 
ethnologist foil of valuable infonnation." — Globe. i 

"These ' RcTelations' give ua a novel and, interesting sketch of Siberian life — tbe ! 

iiabits, morals, manners, religious tenets, rites, and festivals of the inhabitants. The ' 

Ttriter's extraordinary powers of observation, and the graceful fadlity -with which [ 

• edescribes everything worthy of remark, render her ' Revelations' as atb-actire j 

cfaseinating as they are origioal and instructive." — Brilamaa. i 



F0EE8T LIFE IN CEYLON. 

BT W. KHIGHTON, M.A., 

?vmerly Secretary (o the Ceylon Branch Royal Asiatic Sodety. 2 Tols. 21s. 

" A very clever and amuung book, by one who has lived as a planter am 
journalist many years in Ceylon. The work is tilled with interesting accoi 
tbc sports, resources, productions, scenery, and traditions of the island, 
sporting adventures are narrated in a very spirited manner." — Standard. 



EIGHT YEARS 
IN PALESTINE, SYRIA, AND ASU MINOR. ; 

BY P. A. NHAI,, B3a.. 

Second Edition, 2 vols., with Illuattalions, 2l5. [ 

"A very agreeable book, Mr. Neale is evidently quite familiar with the , 

■ "■ " ■ ' " ■""'! 
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VOYAGES AND TEATELS. 



TRAVELS IN BOLIVIA; 

WITH A TOUB. ACROSS THE PAMPAS TO BTWNOS 1 



It BBITAHMC MAIBBTt'b LEGATIOtT. 2 TOls. 21s. 



EIGHTEEN YEARS ON THE 

GOLD COAST OF AFRICA; 

INCLUDING AN ACCOUNT OP THE NATIVE TRIBES, AND THBIR 

INTERCOURSE WITH EUROPEANS. 

B7 BBODIB CBITI OK SHANK, 

rHK J.EGISLATITB COUNCIL, CAPE COAiT CASTLE, 2 VOl). 2I(. 

" This is one of the most interestiag works that ever yet came iota our hands. 
It possesiea the charm of introdacing us to hahita and maaners of the human 
family of which before yie had no conception. Before reading Mr. Cruicksbank's 
Tolumes ire ireie wholly unaware of the igoorsnce of all Europeans, as to the 
social state of the inhabitants of Western Africa. Mrs. Beechei Stone's work 
has, indeed, made u> all familiar with the degree of intelligence and the dispoai- 
tiont of the transplanted African ; but it has been reserved to Mr. Cruicksbank 
to exhibit the children of Ham in their original state, and to prove, as his work 
proTes to demonstration, that, by the extension of a knowledge of the Gospel, and 
b; that onl;, can the African be brought within the pale of civihzation. We 
anxiously desire to direct public attention to a work >o Talnable. An incidental 
episode in the work is an affecting narrative of the death of the gifted Letitia 
Elizabeth Landon (L.E.L.), written a few months after her marriage with 
GoTemor Maclean. It relieves the memory of both husband and wife from i " 
the vile uandals that have been too long permitted to defile their story."- 

" This work wUI be read with deep interest, and will give a fresh impulse I 
the exertions of philanthropy and religion." — John BulL 



LIFE IN SWEDEN, 

WITH ESCUBSIONS IN NORWAY AND DENMAEK. 
BIT 8BI.INA BtmBUBT. 2 Tola. 3U. 

" The anthor of this clever work nevermiisea alively sketch. Her descriptions 
of life in Sweden and Norway are ill piquant, ud most of them inatruclive, 
iliuitiaiiag northern hfe in all its phases, from the palace to the cottage. Tl~~ 
work is well calculated to exeite in the English public a desire to Tisit seen 
which have aa yet been exposed to the Yiew of few travellers." — Daify Newi. 

" Two delightful, well-informed volumes, by a lady of much acuteness, lively 
imagination, and shrewd observance. The work can be safely recommended to 
the reader, as the freshest, and most certunly tbe trathfallest puhlicatioa upon 
the North that has of late, years been given to the world." — Oiitrter. 
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18 HURST AND BUCSZTT S NEW PUBLICATIONS. 

NABKATIVE OF A 

FIVE YEARS' RESIDENCE AT NEPAXJL. 

BT OAFTAIH 1B.OM.A.B BHITH. 
Late AMnTAMT PoLiriCAi'JBunaMT at Nbpadi. 2 v. port 8vo. Zli. 
"No mui could be better qualified to deacribe Nepaol than Captain Smith; 
and his condse, hot dear and graphic account of its history, its nataral prodne- 
tioni, its laws and cMtoDU. and the chtracter of ita nai43iie inbabitanti, U t«7 
agreeable and inatmctive reading. A separate chapter, not the least entertaink; 
in the book, is devoted to anecdotes of the Nepaidege miaaion, of whom, and <^ 
their yiiit to Europe, many remarlftble stories are told." — Poll. 



CANADA AS IT WAS, IS, AND MAT BE. 

Br TBI i~Lm t-ixmsujiHT-Caioiai. Sw R. BoNNTc*eTi.B. 
With as Aeconnt of Beceat Traneaetiana, 



" These Tolnmes offer to tiie British pdjBc a cIbm and trustworthy al 
of the affairs of Canada, and Hie effects of the inunenae public wcatB in progm '• 
and completed; nitb sketches of localities and scenery, amuara^ uiecdotead , 
personal obaerrattan, and generally every information vihich may be of nae to Uk - 
traveller or settLer. and the nuhtary and poirticil reader. The information Rn- 
du^d is to be thorooghly rdied on as veradoot, fall, and eonclustvc" — Jfes- I 

FIVE YEARS IN THE WEST INDIES.!' 

BT CHABIiBB "W^. DA7, ESQ. 3 vols. 21s. 
It vonld be unjnat to deny the vigour, brilliancy, ftnd varied iiiterest of tlm 



SCENES FROM SCRIPT URE. 

BT THE WEV. Q. CBOLT, LL.D. lOa. 8d. 

" Eminent in every mode of Uteratnre, Dr. Croly stands, in our judgment, first 
among the living pacta of Great Brittun — tlie only man of our day entitled by his 
povrer to venture nithin -ftie sacred rircle of reh^oos poeta." — Standard. 

"An admiiftble addition to the libnuy of lelif^oos familiea," — John Bull. 



THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A MISSIONAKT. 

BT THB SBV. I. F. VLETOHBB, 

Curate of South Hampatead. Author of " A Residence at ITmeveh." 2 v. 2Ia. 
" A graphic alcetdi of m 
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HUEST AMD BLACKETT's NEW PUBLrcAllOMS. 19 



FAMILY ROMANC^E; 

OB, DOMESTIC ANNALS OF THE ARISTOCEACy. 
BT 8IB BBBNABD BUBKB, TTlBter King of Amu. 2 vols., 21s. 
Among the many other intereiting legends and romantic family hutories com- 
prised in these valumeB, will be found the following : — The wonderful namtiTe 
of Matia Stella, Lady Nenboraugb, nho claimed on inch strong evidence to be a 
Princes! of the Uouae of OrUans, and disputed the idenldty sf Louis Philippe — 
The Wory of the bmnble marriage of the beautiful ConntCM of Strathmore, aod 
the Boffeiingi and fate of her only child — The Leaders of Fashion, from Gramont 
to D'Orsay— The rise of the celebrated Baron Ward, now Prime Minister at 
Parma — The oorious claim to the Earldom trf Crawford^ — The Strange VidBBitiides 
of OUT Great Fbmiliet, replete with the most romantic details—The story of the 
Kirkpatriclcs of Closebnra (the anoestorB of the French Empress), and the re- 
markable tradition associated vrith them — The Legend of the Lambtoni — The 
TerificatLon in onr own time of the flmaus predietion as te tfie Earis of Ukt — 
Lady Ogilvy's esci^e — TheBeresford and Wynynd ghost tb]riea,coimctly laid — 



" It were imposEiWe to praise too highly as a wort of amusemeot these 
interestiag TOlumea, whether we should have regard to its excellent plan or its 
Dot less excellent execution. The lolumes ue just what onght to be foand on 
every drawing-room table. Here yon have nearly fifty captiTating romances, with 
the pith of all their interest preserved in andiminished poignancy, and any one 
may be read in half an hour. It is not the least of their merits that th« 
romances are founded on fact — or what, at least, has been handed down for truth 
by long tradition — and the romance of leali^ far exceeds the romance of fiction. 
Each story is told in the dear, unaffected style with which the autiior's former 
works have made the pnbhc familiar, while they afford eyidence of the value, 
even to a work of amusement, of that historical and genealr^cal leamiog that 
may jnstly be eipectcd of the author of ' The Peerage.' Tbe aristocracy and 
gentry owe, indeed, a great debt to Mr. Burite aa their family historian." — 



" The very reading for sea-side or fire-side in our hoars of idleness," — Aiit- 



SPAIN AS IT IS. 

BT a. A. H08EINB, ESQ. 3 TOls. 21a. 

" To the toDiist this work will prove invaluable. , It is the most complete ind 
interesting portraituie of Spain that has ever come under our notice." — JoAnBalL 



NAVAL AECHITECTUaE: 

A TREATISE ON SHIP-BUILDING, AND THE RIG OF CUPPERS, 



BT LOBD BOBSBT MOKTAQir, A.K. 
Second Edition, with 54 Diagrams. 6s. 
" Lord Montagti's work will be eqoally valuable to the ship-builder and the 
ship-owner — to the mariner Bud the commander of yachts." — U. S. UoffOMU. 
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) BURST AND BLACKETl's NEW PUBLICATIONS. 

SAM SLICK'S TflSE SAWS I 
AND MODERN INSTANCES; 

OB, WHAT HE SAID, DID, OR INVENTED. | 

Second Edition. 2 toIi. poat Sro. 21i. i 

" We do not fear to predict that these delightful Yolumei will be the meat 
popular, as, beyond doabt, they are the best of all Jodge Hdlibarton'a adminbh ' 
mirlu. The 'Wise Sawi and Modern Initancei' eiince powers ot iiaaginatioo , 
and eiptesiion far beyond what even hia former publtcatioas could lead any one . 
'« Mcribe to the aotboi. We bare, it is Ime, long been familiar with Ms qnuit 
namoor Rnd racy narrative, but the volumes before ua take a loftier range, and | 
ire BO rich in fun' and good lense, that to offer an extract as a sample Would be 
in iojastice to author and reader. It is one of the pleasanteat books ire era \ 
lead, and we eanteatly recommend it." — Slandard. | 

" Let Sam SUck go a macliarel fishing, or to court io England — let him TGntm ' 
alone among a tribe of the sauciest single women that eier banded themtelns 
together in electric chain to turn tables or to mystify man — oar hero alwaji ' 
managee to come off with flying colours— to beat every craftaman ia the cunmng 
of his own calling — lo get at the heart of every maid's and matron's secret. , 
The book before ua will be read and laugbed over. Its quaint and ncj dialect 
will please some readers — its Bbandance of yarns will amuse others. There is 

[nettling in the volumes to suit readers of erery humour." — ■Mhenimim. , 

" The humour of Sam Slicli ia ineihaustible. He is ever and everywhere ■ ' 
welcome visitor ; gmUes greet his approach, and wit and wisdom hang upon hii 
tongue. The present is altogether a most editing production, remarkable alite 
for ita racy humour, its sound philosophy, the felicity of its illustrations, and the . ' 
delicacy of its satire. Whether he ia msking love to Sophy, or chatting with the ' j 
I^ident about English men and manners, or telling ghost stories, or indalgingin 
day-dreams, or sketchiog the characters of Yankee skippers, or poaching in our i 
(Isheriea, or enticing a British raan-of-war on to a sand-hnr, he is equally delightful! j 
charming as by the graphic vivadty and picturesque quaintneas of hia descriptions, | 
and, above all, by hia atiaiglitforward honesty and truth. We promise otit 
readers a great treat from the perusal of these ' Wise Saws and Modem Instances,' 
which contain a world of practical wisdom, and a treasury of the richest fun." — 
"raingPoil. I 

Aa a work embodying the cynicism of Rochefoucaalt, with the acateness of 
Pascal, and the eiperience of Theophrastus or La Bruyere, it may be said that, ; 
except Don Quixote, the present work has no rival." — Obiemer. 



TRAITS OF AMERICAN HUMOUR. I 

EDITEI) BY THE AITTHOia OF " BAM 8I.IOEL*' 3 vola. 31a. ed. 

"We have seldom met with a work more rich jn fun or more genenUy 
delightful. "— Statuiard. 

" No man has done more than the facetious Judge Ilalibnrton, through the ' 
ith of the inimitable ' Sum,' to make the old parent country recognise and 
appreciate her queer transatlantic progeny. His present collection of comic 
stories and laughable trails is a bndgeC of fun fall of rich specimens of American 
hamour." — Glaht. 
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WORKS OP FICTION. , 21 

FLORENCE, THE BEAUTIFUL. 

BY A. TiATT.T.rm COCHBAITE;, BSCk 3 vols. 

THE ROSES. 

BT T HTHi AU'l'UOB OF " T' TTBi PLEBT." «o. 3 toIh. 

" The 'aathortof ' The Flirt' is erer welcome u ■ writer. ' The Rosea' U a 
DOvd which cannot Ml to charm." — Oiterver. 

" ' The Roaes' display, with the polish alwajs attending a later woilc, bU the 
talent which appeared in 'The Flirt,' and ' The ManceuTring Mother.' It is a 
boolc which no one would lay down unflnlahed." — Standard. 

>' In thia charming norel the author bu brought out the female character in 
three well-cho>en contrasts. The whole lale is a history of sweet and tender 
hearts to which the reader cannot refuse his sympathy." — JbAb Buli. 



ELECTKA : A STORY OF MODERN TIMES. 

BS THB AT7THOB OP " BO0KINGHAM;." 



FB0M THE TiuBs. — " The author of ' Bocliingham' holdt always a ligorous 
pen. It is impossible to deny him the happy faculty of telling a pleasing slory 
with ability and power. His characters are the flesh and blood we meet in our 
daily wajka ; their language is naturai, appropriate, and to the purpose. We are 
hoatid to extend our highest praise to the skill with which the several characters 
in ' Electra' are pourlrayed, and with which the interest of the story is sustained 
to the very last chapter. Lady Glenarlowe and her daughter, Lord Glenarlowe 
and Electra, are all finely-drawn pictures, and are full of touches by a maata 



AILIEFORD: A FAMILy HISTORY. 

BT THE AUTHOB OF " JOHN DHAYTOW." 3 v. 

" A work abounding in fascination of an irresistible liind."^Oi»ffwr. 
" A most charming and absorbing slory." — Crilic. 
" The book throughout exdtei the interest of Teality." — Sptctalar, 
" ' Ailieford' is the biography of the clever writer of ' John Drayton.' It 
1 deeply interesting talc." — Bricamla. 



CHARLES AUCHESTER. 

DKDICATID TO THB IIOHT HON. B. niSttAELl, 3 Tol*. 

" The author has originality and a strong imagination." — Timet. 

" Music has never bad so glowing an advocate aa the author of these Tolumes. 
There is an amaiing deal of ability displayed in them."~ffrwfl/rf. 

" The life of an entbuaiast in music, by himself. The work is full of talent. 
The iketchei of the loastera and artists are life-like. In Seraphael all will recog- 
nize Uendelttohn, and in Miss Benette, Miss Lawrence, and Anastaae, Berlioz, 
Jenoy Lind, and another well-known to artist life, will be easily delei^ed. To 
every one who caret for music, the volumes will prore a delightful study," — 
BTitmnia. 
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22 HURST AND BliACEETl^S NITV PUBLICATIONS. 



HAURY MUIR; 

A STORY OP SCOTTISH LIFE. 

BT THB AVTHOB OV "UABQABST UAZTIiA.ITD.'' 
SccoHD BnrnoK. 3 vols, post Bvo. 

"We prefer 'Han; Mur' to most <rf the Scottish noveU that have appeared 
tinM Galt'i domestic storiee. This new tale, by the author of ' Margaret Mutland,' ' 
il s Teal pictare of the weaVueu of man's natare and the depths of womim's kind- 
neii. The Darrative, to repeat onr praise, is not one to be entered on or parted j 
from witliocd our regard] for its writer being increased." — Ai/ietuamt. I 

" A picture of life, evoywhere genuine in feeling, perfect in expresiion."— 
Examina: ' 

" This ia iacsmparably the best of the author's works. I> it the farilliau ' 
promise afforded by ' Margaret Maitland' has been fully realised, and now then 
can be no question that, for graphic pictures of Scottiah life, the author ii 
eatitled to be ranked eeeond to none among modern writers of fiction." — Calt- \ 
domisn Uerewy. 

BT THE SAKE A 

ADAH GBAEME 

OP MOSSeBAY. 

SacoND EDmoN. 3 vols. 

latenK ud dEllgbc b; in idminble plcinm 



CAI;BB FIEIiXl. 

A TALE OF THE PURITASS. 
Chsafe* EorrtoK. 1 t. 6(. 



DARIEN; OR, THE MERCHANT PRINCE.: 

BT BIiIOT ■WABBITBTOIT. Beoond Editioii. 3 vols. 
" The scheme for the col^ization of Darien by Scotchmen, and the opening ' 
of acommnaicatiinihetween the Bast and West across the Isthmus of PaDaml, 
furnishes the foundation of this story, which is in all respects worthy of the \ 
high reputatioD which the author of the 'Crescent and the Cross' had already ' 
made for himself. The early history of the Merchant Prince introduces the i 
reader to the condition of Spain under the laquiaition; the portraitures of ' 
Scottiah life which occupy a prominent place in the narrative, are full of sjariti ' 
the scenes in America eihihit the state of the natives of the new world at that ' 
period i the daring deeds of the Buccaneers supply a most romantic element in | 
the story ; and an additional interest is infused into it by the introduction of ' 
TariouB celebrated characters of the period, such as Law, the French financier, ' 
and Faterson, the founder of the Bank of England. All these varied ingredients . 
are treated with that brilliancy of style and powerful descriptive talent, bj which ' 
the pen o£ Eliot Warbarton was so eminently diBtii^uitbed."-^^aAi> £mO. 



THE FIRST LIEUTENANT'S STORY. 

B7 XiAST OATKABINX IiOITa. 9 TOU. 
"As ttradng of the workiDga of homftn passion and pdndplc, th« book ia fidl 

of ezqniute beauty, delicacy, and tenderness." — Daily Naet. 
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WORKS OF FICTION. 



BBG'IirAI.D LYLE. 
BY MISS PAHDOE. 3 y. 

HIGH AND LOW; 

OB, LIFE'S cHANcea and changes. 
BY THE HON. HENRY COKE. 3 t. 

THS TOUHG HEIBESS. 

BY MRS. TROLLOPE, 3 v, 

■■ The tsoirlHlBe of ttu world whlcb Un- 

■tRuglr uUblied In ttio jigu b( ihji 

Tbe CEAITB DA^QHTEB, 

OR, THE DATS WS UTE IN. 
BX MRS. GOB£. 3 v. 

" Ont of tbo bat of Vn. Oan'i UDiiu. 
■paiklLDg epigram." — Xomittg Chroniclt. 

CASTI.B Avoir. 

By the Autlu^of 

" EMILIA WYNDHAM," &c 3 ». 



LADT at A Blow. 
BY MRS. W. POSTER. 3 *. 

** Tblt fUcLAfttlDf botel aeedi Dot 



1 rculen^ the 



THE I.01TOW00DE 
OF THE aBAlTQE. 

By the Author of 
"ADELAIDE LINDSAY." 3 v. 

" ■ The Lcmgwaodi' ue 4 ftfrallj gronp, {1 

Wikefleld.' "—DaUg Ntun. 

UNCLE WALTBB. 
BY MBS. TROLLOPE, 3 t. 






I d»T."— i f on Wi i y J^H(. 



ALICE WENTWOBTH. 

"AuovelofexdlLDf loterett,^— PoW. 

THE ETZOTBABS. 
A SCOTTISH STORY. 3 v. 

"WehenrlllT coinin™d Ihlsjtory to the 



SBOOHHILL; 

OK, THE COUNTY BEAUTIES. 
iocI«T, ThedliJogncI "■- ■ ■ 



MABT SBAHAIC. 
BY MRS. GREY, 

Author of "The Simblei's Wiffe." 3 y. 



AJTZTBTTE. A Tale. 

BY W. F. DEACON. 

With a Memoir of the Author, by 

Hon. airT.N.TAi,FouRi>,D.C.L. 3' 

"'Annelta' li ■ illrrinB IjiIb. TL. 
preflitDr; meoiolr by Sir Thoniaa TalfOard 



COITFESSIOirs OF AET 
ETONIAir. 

BY C. ROWCROFT, ESQ. 3 t. 
" The life of oa EMnlan— hi* prenka, h)i 
folllFi, hL> k>Fu, hla hirtnoes. ind mlifDr. 
tonef— 1< here smuilogly di«wn snd hippllr 
coUnuTd by ■□ ucompllibed utint. Tb* 
worli li hill of aneedat* end Uirtlji piJoUng 

THE BELLE OF THE 
TILLAQE. 
By the Author of 

" The Old English Gentleman." 3 t. 

pUce by the lidF of <Tbe Old EoiUihGeD 
tleinui.'"~Ji>ib> BtUI. 
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THB ASMT AMD If AVT. 



Pabliihed on th« lit of every Month, Price 3i. 6d. 

COLBURN'8 UNITED SERVICE MAGAZIBE,; 
NAVAl AHD MIIITARI JOTIRNAI. ' 



TMa popular petiodic&l, wbicli bai now been eetabliahed a quarto' of 
a century, einbraaes subjects of aucb eitensive variety and powerfal 
interest as must render it scarcely less acceptable to readers in geoeial ' 
than to the members of those professions for whose use it is more par- 1 
ticularly intended. Independently of a succession of Origiital Papas > 
on innumerable interesting subjects. Personal Narratives, Historical ' 
Incidents, Correspondence, Sec., eacli number comprises Bioftrapbicsl { 
Memoirs of Eminent Officers of all branches of service, Beviews of Nni ' 
Publications, either immediately relatin); to the Army or Navy, or ia- 
rolvinft subjects of utility or interest to the members of either, Full 
Reports of 1 rials by Courts Martial, Distribution of the Army and Navy, 
General Orders, Circulars, Promotions, Appointments, Births, Marriages, 
Obituary, &c., with all the Naval and Military Intellif^ence of the Montli, '- 



"Thii ia confusedly one of the atileit and most sttractice periodicals of which 
the Britiih preis cnn botut, piesenting a wide field of eatertainmeiit to tht 
general as well as profesaioosl reader. The sn^eations for the benefit of the 
two services are diitiognished b; vigour of sense, acute and practical obserration, 
an ardent kive of discipliiie, tempered hy a high sense of justice, honour, and i ' 
tender regard for the welfare sod comfort of our eoldiers and seamen." — Glote. . 

" At the head of those periodicsls which furnish useful and vslusble infonnatian I 
to their peculiar clsases of readers, as well ss amuseinent to the genenil bodv of 
the public, must be pieced the ' United Service Magiazine, end Naval and MiKtarr 
Journal.' It numbers among its contributors almost all those gallant spirits who 
have done no lesa hononr to (heir country by their swords than by their pens, 
and Bbonnds with the most inter^ting discossions on naval and military affitin, 
end stirring narratives of deeds of arms in all parts of the world. Every informs- ' 
tion of value and interest to both the Services is cuUed with the greatest diligence ] 
from every available source, end the correspondence of various distioguished 
officers wluch enrich its pages is a feature of great attraction. Id short, tbe 
' United Seriice Magazine' can be recommended to every reader who pouessa 
tbat atlachToent to his country which should make him look with the deepest 
interest on its navel and military resources." — San. 

" This tmly national periodical is always full of the most valuable matter for 
professional men." — Momhy Herald, 

HURST AND BLACKETT, PUBLISHEKS, 

SUCCESSOBS TO HENRY COLBURN, 
13, GKEAT MAaLBOBOUOH BXaBBT, 
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CHEAP EDITIOH OF HISS BTTRKETS JtlAjaY. 

In Stvta M<mtlify Voiumei, imall Svo, Eheblusiieii with Portbahs, 
Prke onif 3a. each, tUgandy bound, 

DUET AND LETTERS 
MADAME D'ARBLAY, 

AUTHOR OF "BVELINA," "CECIilA," 4o. 



HEB RESIDENCE AT THE COUBT OF QUEEN CHARLOTTE. 



In anaouncitig a new and cheap edition of Madame D'Arbl&y's 
celebrated Diary, the publishers cannot convey a better idea 
of the nature of the work, to those who are unacqiuunted with 
it, than by extracting the opening passage of Misa Bumey's 
Journal, which was oocamenced in 1768, and continued, with 
but few interruptions, during the greater portion of the writer's 
long end eventfiil life : — 

" To bare some nCFDunt of mj thonglils, acllons, slid acquaintance, Rhen 
th« hoar aniies nben time in mors nitnhle than meroDry, w ibe reasuc which 
indncea me to k«p a Jonrna! — a Journal in ahick I must confea tny evay 
Aoughi — nuaf optn my akole keari." 

When we call to mind that the person who formed this resolu- 
tion, and adhered to it during the most important period of her 
brMIiant career, was one of the most remarkable and justly cele- 
brated women, not merely of her own, but of anytime or country 
— that her family position, no less than her celebrity, commanded 
for her an intimate intercourse with all who were illustrious in 
English Literature and Art during their most illustrious era, 
and that the results of such resolution are here given to the 
world precisely as they left the hand of their writer (tbe omis- 
sions reqaired by personal and family considerations being alone 
excepted), tbe interest this work must excite, can scarcely be 
increased; yet it ought to be stated, that, shortly after the 
publication of her second work, " Ckciua," she was Bpon- 
taneoiulv offered b^ Queen Charlotte a situation about her 
Majertj^s person, which brought her int« diuly intercourse with 
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MKE SWMES!^ WiBJ jAXD SDHBBRGDnKHCK. 



note in her Jonmftl miii erentB and conTersations of the 
past day u she deemed worthj of reoord,And. might be nven 
inthout anr TO>1ati«D of confidance ; Kid tJielB AA<3kee of the 
Court of George HI. during the important era in qoeation form 
part of the work now AEmounced. 

The CoBBBiPQHVENCK, wbic^ itakes '^ pUce ichioMilQgicaJlj' 
with ib« JDuiK, 4Bd«8ea, beaidas a Ingeinnndrar mf M^fiiw" 
D'ArbUj'B own Letters, a aelecdon from those addressed to her 
by the -vaiionf djetinguahed litenrj and o&er peraons with 
whom she was intimate. 



OFmOHB or THE TSESS. 



"MadaoM D'Aiblaj lired In be a cIubio. Hme set ou her fiune, before 
>lMimt haiK,tiBtnal irtiidi b addom set except oa the bun of -the de- 

paCriucfas seaneS chiMren wbBn ompand with her ; fi>r Buds had sat up 
an Dt^t to resd hei nritinga, and Johnsm hod jnoniraiiced her anpetiiiT ts 
FieUiog, whea Bogers wss still a sefaootbof , and Smthej BtHL in pettiooUa. 
Her IMarjr is written in her earliest and best maimer ; in tma wonuuL's Eng- 
lisb, clear, natural, and Urelj. It ought to be consulted by ever}' person «bo 
wishes to be irdl acquiunted with Ibe Ustoiy of onr literaUm .and our 



and litoratnre, in tke leign vf Oeorje the llurd, i , _ ^ 

andbril&nt.aa'tliat of anyofthsoalelnttAdpumH whaciaupaMltb»cBde.*> 

"Ka Burner^ Diarr, sparkGag with w[E,'tMmiivwith'Ii'rt1janMdote 
and delectable gontp. and Ml of sound and ifiscrset views cf,p(DKBS wd 
thing*, wDl be pensed vitiL udeceat bf all ebnes efnadras." 
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CHEAP sbzhbv iW tme IiIV£B cs tee qssieu. 

JVoM in omiTM o/PuftltoiriioTi, tn E^AfMimffl^ FoImnBS, jyost dctam 
( e o mpru ing from 800 to 700 jm^u eneftX ronmeRein^ Ae IM 
January, ]eS4, A^ <n^ 7<. -Bd. ^r Fo'imu^ dtg^Kdy hramf, 

LIVES 

QUEENS oFeUGIAND. 

EMBffiSLLISEaB WITH POK3KAITS OP ETERT QTJEBS", 



Ik annoiniciii^ a cheap Edition of thbimpurtBut and inte- 
resting work, wHch has been con^deied umque in biographical 
litecatnre, the publishers agun beg to dimct Bttention to the 
following extract &om the sa&o^e prefoee: — " A rerised 
edition of the ' lAves of the Qaeeus of England, embodving 
the important -colleetionB which ha^e been brtmgfet to Egbt 
since the appearance of earlier impreasions, is now oSered to 
the world, emhellifihed with Portiaite c^ every Queen, from 
authentie md properly -verified souieeB. Tbe ^eriee, ooeB' 
mencing with the consort of Wilham .the Conqueror, occnpiea 
that most interesting and important period of onr national aiea- 
Qology, &om the death of the last iBonarch of the Anglo-Saxon 
line, ii^ward the Confessor, to the demise of (be last swieragn 
of theroyal house of Stuarl^ Queen Anne, and compHsefl therein 
thirty queens who have wom the crown-matrimonial, and four 
the regal diadem «^ thds leidja. WrTi>-rnTn1nfaid tihfuiwinilncfi 
of ereiT qneen, describedlier wdmatiluB, traced tiie infhieBce 
of family conne^ons and national habits on her conduct, both 
public and ptifate, and givecaconidiie n utUnp of tbedomestic, 
at wdl M ute geaoend bnatory of Iter timeB,iad3ta «fi«ota <t^ 
her character, and we have done so with eingleimi di beart, 
unlnasBed by fld&sb intaseate or xmttow wiemf. &iek as they 
were in life ire faare endearcniied to jportray dnm, bvA in 
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jK>od and ill, without regard to any other congSderations than 
the development of ^e facts. Their sayings, their doin^, their 
mumera, their costnme, will be found faithfully chronicled in 
thia work, which also includes the most interesting of their 
letters. The hope that the ' Lives ^f the Qoeens of Eng-lttnd' 
might he regarded as a national work, honourable to the . 
female character, and generally useful to society, has encou- 
raged ns to the completion of the task." 

.OFnnoHS Of the press. i 



) doubt will be rnd, by all vho are aniions for infonnatioii. It 
smneement of facts, derived from authentic aonroes, eihihiting a 
iif indastrj, learning jodpneEt, and impartiality, not often met » 
gnpliera of crowned neada.' 



the aingalar merit of MlsE Strickland that her reeearch has enabled her to throw 
ucir light on many donbtfal pa&oagea, to bring forth &«Bh facts, and to render 
eveiy portion of onr innala which she has described an interefiting and valoahlc 
etadj. She has given a most valuable contribution to the histor; of Enfcland, 
and we have no hesitation in afRrminc; that no one can be said to poaaess an 
accurate knowled^ of the history of the country who has not studied this truly 

research on the part of the anthor, and of embellishment on thepart of the riub- 
liahers, could lend to make it etill more valnable, and still more attractive, than 
it Lad been in ila original form." 



" A most TBhable and entertajning work. There U certainty no lady of our 
-^y who has devoted her pen to so beneficial a pnrpose as Miss Strickland. Nor 
is there any other whose works possess a deeper or more endoring interest." 

e Uiss Stii^land beyond all cranpuismi the moat en- 



" A valuable contribntian to historical knowledge. IteantunsamasaofeTay ; 
kind of historical matter of interest, which indurtry and reseanh conld ecdlect. 
We have derived mncb entertunment and iostraction from the work." { 
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NEW MBEABY EDITION, WITH PORTRAITS, OP 

PEFYS' DIABY Am) COBBESFONBENCE. 



N<no ready, elegantly printed, tti Four Volumes, demy octavo, a new 
and improved library Editiim, including aU ike late important MS. 
Additions, and upwardt of Two Hundred additional Notes, and 
Letters, Index, j-e., price 10a. 6d. per Volume, handsomely bound, 
o/the 

DIA^Y A2n> COKRESPOHSMETCB OF 

SAMUEL PEPTS, F.R.S., 

gECRETASr TO THE ADHIRALTT IN THE SEiaHS OF CHABLEB II. 

EDriED BY BICHAED LORD BRAYBHOOKE. 



The authority of Fepys, as an historian and illustrator of 
a considerable portion of the seventeenth centmy, has been 
80 fully acknowledged by every scholar and critic, that it is 
now scarcely necessary eyen to remind the reader of the ad- 
vantages he possessed for producing the most complete and 
trustworthy record of events, and the most agreeable picture 
of society and manners, to be found in the literature of any 
nation. In confidential communication with the reigning 
sovereigns, holding high official employment, placed at the 
head of the Scientific and Learned of a period remarkable 
for intellectual impulse, mingling in every circle, and ob- 
serving everything and everybody vrhose characteristics were 
worth noting down ; and poesesaing, moreover, an intelli- 
gence peculiarly fitted for seizing the moat graphic points in 
whatever he attempted to delineate, Peptb may De considered 
the most valuable as well as the most entertaining of our 
National Historians. 

A New Library Edition of this work, comprising all the 
restored passages and the 'additional annotations that have 
been called for by the vast advances in antiquarian and his- 
torical knowledge during the last twenty years, will doubtless 
be regarded as one of the most agreeable additions that could 
be made to the library of the general reader. 
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ofaDdeutorm<)derndiuiJt«,weiiDheaitatuigl7characteriaeUiii Jonnul | 
u the moit remarkable prodaction of lU land whicli hoa ever been . 
■iTeB to 11h wmli. f^^ IKtfj mitt u ooupxeAnid tiia gtut : 
Uttodcil eroiti «f tin age, aoA the pei^ who bore a, part in them, j 
and gireanlinoncfeaTf^iinpMi into the trneEit^uh Cfe of die tunes : 



rtemTBmvaiaa 



"There U orach in Fepyt' Diaij that throw* a diatinct and virid 
light ore* the fiaUtaot Engbad ww itJi goTaniment dming the period 

Bucceediiig the Kstoratlbn. K quitting the broad psOi oTfiiator;, we I 
look fe* nimte infimnMiDif aoncMniiig andeat moneara and customs, | 



PenjiB' taM£s and pamits led him into almoat evei; clep«rtiiieat of j 
life. He was a man of business, a man of information, a man of -whim, . 
and, to a cert^ degree, a man of pleamre. He was a Btotesman, a I 
bel-esprit, a TirtoMO, aad a eomioiBMur. Hb cmiDsity made him an I 
unvearied, as well as an uniTersal, learner, and whatever he saw found | 
its WSJ into his tablets," 



"Hie best book of its kind in the Ei^ish laigmse; 'Re new 
BnCteris extremely csiou^ and occanoDall^ far mora diai'witwiitie 
wd ^oiaMtaiaiEg than the old, ThaviiWr u aeen la a ekarw ligbt, 
andthereadsriatakeiiintohiBiiunott soul. B^ys' Diai7 is t&e alOesl 
pictoie of tbe age la which the writer lived, anda work of atandaid im- 
portance la English literataw." 



•We pbtce a high tsIub' on Pepy^' Disrf aa l&e rtdftst and muM 
deH^Ufid MMrMMtion. avar made to Uia hiftorrr of Eiqjish iiSt and 
■Mntmm it the latter half of the sevenieentfa cantury." 

"Weowe P^raaJebt of gratitade for the rare and cnrioiu iaftrma- 
tion he baa bequeathed to ua in thiamost amaging and interesting' w(n±. 
His IHarj is valuable, as depictins to namanT- of On ouat iupartant 
dwastereoftiietiknea. BamtlMrhiBjwqneaAed to v fterecHdaof 
kishaan— ttefarnfitctieoofhiienergetici^ad; aad hi* suaiat Uit 
hHWr oatratiTe cfean op tHtmeroiM diniuted paints— tbiows light iato 
many of the dsrk comers of histotT', and uys bare the hidden sababatom 
of events which gave birth to, uid supported the yi^Ue prognas e^ Oe 



XBOH T^ MCMHIBO von. 

" Of a& tba reoocdt tbat have ever been published, Pepri* Diary 
gjives ua ib« nioat vivid and troatwarthy picture of tbe times, and the 
clearest view of the state of £n^h public aSurs and of Englirii 
society dnring tiie ifAgii of Chmlei IL We see tttoe, as in a wmf, 
tin Ticee of Ae mMBRb, the iatrigina «r tiie Cabinet, the wsBitoB Mliea 
of the court, and thanMwycaknitties to which Uie nation was Mbjacted 
during the memarable period of Ore, plague, and general licenUousneas." 
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tHFOBTAXT ITBT HISTOSICAI WtmX. 

Abio rta^, in 2 mij. pojf 8to, embellished ailh Fortroita, price 21i. &nm<^ 

THE QTHMS 
BEFORE THE CONQUEST, 

MES. MATTHEW TTAT.T, 



Tbiub Tdiimei, it is Leliered. iriU be-fonnd to present tlie flratcon- 
nected outGne of tlie history of Eoyal women prior to the Norman 
Couqneit. Hort RwleTS are acqaainted, tiiroa^ ttie medtnm of Mua 
StriiJIiBiid'B Bdmirable work, with liie persaoal nemain of Matildk, 
Queen of the Cimqii;?Tor. and her enccesBon who were united by tbe 
tie matrimonial to onr English. monMchs; jet who can trace eren on 
outline of the We of E^tha &e Good, her contempcinu7 and pnde- 
oeftsoi on tLa tfasoneF Of tiiv etonuy afid-troablad histonf of QnffOT 
!^iuua,w)ia.wai wi& of tiW'Ic^gB, and mothat alao of tw<s and who 
flnt intradnged b«r Nonoan:: countiyuen inte Englaud, atill len ii 
iMurniL, Ncr are tlien n b^fimnd any cannected dataili aanoarning; 
the wires of tboie Saron Iriagi who laid the fonndation of onr BngllMi 
Iktm and institatiai*. So oae has beenfbiuid'to go btKk beyond Ifie 
entof the CbnqnesttD leafcE amiddiKlf and' worm -eaten' records fbr 
detailg illnstratiTe of Uie rait mine of hiamry, with all its Mdden 
•tores of wealth, from the fitt to the eleventh, century. Inresttgation 
baa commenced from a pointmore Indd, when Kotwan. oonqneroia im- 
poied tlie Doomsday Book aaa-lasting tokan of theii poweix. 

Woman, possM^g, as As tva dttee, an sll-powerfitl infltHnceorer 
dieerents of her day, has thnwn a^bri^t light orertlie Sktit biBtnry 
of the first eleven centnries of our annsJs, and dtmngtliBt period' we 
discover a snccee^on of imporlimt histoiicul events which hare oc- 
curred lhionj[h her InitrmnentBlity. 

A Qurative of the leading fcatnres of each a potiod CHUiot ftdrit is 
hvpad, to pKtt »n*^tal ttody tn tboM who dbrim an tatFodsotion to 
the HMory of En^ud; far ite»e personal records of the wire* and 
dmghterR of onr »ily mmtaKhs, ft»m natnndly tlie oonoect&ig links 
betifeen mmy public events which wonld odicrwlie remalii delxdied 
•od tudntelllgibte. 

riomtlnl^aoftbflWelAliBid^tfDmf OMaa,mtJtittKyatMba- 
montb, down to Ab iBtMtpnl^eatiaDB wAidi haT« thrown S^ on 
the Mstoiy of flia euHr BritisH relgn^ nOtMag has beeir oet^iaeted in 
the work ntfW pnwBtM to ttte pnhlic which ii%ht oondnct to tmtli, 
and ofltr a cleoc and intocMinK series of recmds of those fbrnal^Kn^ 
reigns whose lirea ire so much less ftimiliar to the EngliiA readw tban 
others of a. lata: Miiod, who have tbnnd able lecent biogr^hBTM-Bx- 

IRLCr 7B0K THI INTBODCGTIOR. 
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THE PEERAGE AND BARONETAGE 

FOB 1854. 
BY SIR BERNARD BURKE, 

A NEW EDITION, BBVISBD AND CORRECTED THEOUGH- 

OTTT PROM THE PERSONAL COMMUNICATIONS 

OP THE NOBILirr, &c. 

With ISOOEngnvings of ARMS. In 1 toL Ccompruiiie U mocb matter 
u tirentf ordinuy toIdidbs), 38i. binina. 



The foUoniag is s List of tb 
L A fuil and intereBting historr of 
cacli Older of the Engibh Nobilit;, 
sbo'.Ting iuori^ riae, titles, imma- 
nitiiw, privilegBS, &c. 

II. A Domgete Mi 

jnd Boja] Family, _. .^ _ 

nn«dogical Hiatoir a! the SovereigD of 
uiu ocinnli7, and deducing the descent 
of the PlintBgenets, Ta&rs, Slnarta, 
and GnelpliB, throogh thdr varionfl 
ramifications. To this aaetion is ap- 
pended a list of those Peers and others 
wtio mheiit the disttofpiishEd hononr 
of Quuteting the Bojal Arms of 
Plantagenet. 

III. An Antbeutictahle of Precedence, 

IV. A perfect HisroHT of All thb 
Peeiis ASH Bakohgtb, with the 
foUeet details of their ancestors and 
deecendanta, and particnlaTs Teapecting 
every collatCTal member of each family, 
and all intermanHages, &c. 



idpal Contents of this Standard Work:— 
V. The Spuitnal Lerda. 
VL Foreien Noblemen, subjects bf 
birth of the Biitisli Crown. 

VIL Eitinct Peerages, of which 
descendsnla still exist 
VllL Peerages claimed. 

IX. Surnames of Peers and Peereswe, 
with Heirs Apparent and PresnurptiTB. 

X. Coorteay titles of Eldest Soiu. 
XL Peerages of the Three Eingdoms 

in order of Precedence. 

ZII. Baronets in order of Precedence. 

XIII. Priry Councillors of Etig^d 
and Ireland. 

XIV. Daughters of Peers married to 
Commoners. 

XV. J 



Bs translated, with poeti- " 



" The most complett 



"nebes' 






st conTonient, and the cheapest work of the kind 



t genealo^cal and heraldic diclionary of the Peerage and Baronetage, 
ana tne nrsi; aathority on all questions afiectin^ the aristocracy." — Globe, 

"For the arnaiin^ quantity of personal and ftmil;f history, admirable arrange- 
ment of details, and accuracy m infcimatiDn, this geneaJo^cal and heraldic 
dictionary is withoat a rival. It is now the etandard and aclmonledged book al . 

' upon all qneadons touching pedigree, and direct or collatwal afflnilj 



^ g pedigree, and direct or c 

with the titled aristocracy. The lineage of each distingnished 
,, .._!._„ .1. -.-. - njEcatiouB. Evaiy collateral branch, h 



is dedoced 

_, , however remotely 

id the alliances arc so carefully inserted, as to show, 

<Q which so intimately eiisla between the titled and 

ttocracy. We have also much most entertaining historical matter, 



r vciy curious and uiterestmg family traditions. The work is^ in fac 
cyclopedia of the whole titled claeees of the em^re, supplying all 
on tliat can possibly be desired on the subject." — Mormng Pott, 



and many vciy 

eompJete oydoj 

infbnnatioii tliat can possibly 



racLa 



iUSk 



jnGooj^Ic 



CHEAP XIITIOB OF THE 

DIABT XSD CORRESPONDBNOB OE 



JOHN ETELTJf, EE.S. 

nuileted, tei& Portraits, in Four 
eh may be had aeparalelg'), price 



tied, teiA Portraits, ix Four VoliOBa, pott octavo (eUhtr of 



SOTEB, LKTTBItB, iUn> Cn 

"Wc nijoice to •reloome tliu beiaCifal and compact edition of Evel^ It is 
inCended asaoompuiiiHi to the recent edWon of Papjs, and pnsenta BimiUr claims 
to iDtereat and noUce. Erelyn was greatly abore the Tait nuyoii^ of his con- 
tempoiarica, and the T&aj which itcaidi the inddents in hie long life, extendiiig 
orer the greater put of a centnrf, ia deiervedlj eateemed ona of tbe meet inte- 
resting bookH in the JangoigB. Sveljn look part ia the breaking out of the dvil 
war Bgainet Charles L, and he lived In seeWilliBm of Orange ascend the throne. 
Thnmgh the daja of StraO'ord and Land, to those of Sancrofl and Een, ha 
WIS the Bteadj friend of modeiation and peace in Ibe Engliah Chnrch. He 
interceded alike tor tbe rojaliet aid the regicide ; he was tbe comepondent of 
Cowle;, the patrou of Jeremj Tajlor, the aaaociate and feUov-stiident of Boyle ; 
and oier all tbe iaterial between Vandjck and Knellar, between the youth of 
Milton and tbe old age of Dryden, poeliy and the arts fband him an intelligent 
adviier, and a cordial friend. There are, on the whole, veiy few men a! whom 
En^and has more reason to be prond. He stands among the first in the liit of 
Gentlemen. We heartily commend so goodan edilionof tbis Engliah classic." — 



" This work is a necessary companion to tbe pc^ntar bistories of one country, 
to Hnme, Hallam, MacauUj, and IJngvd. — Sun. 



LIYES OF THE PRLNCESSES OF ENGIAND. 

By MRS. EVERETT GREEST, 



9 Tol*., poit 8T0, with niuBtiaUoiu, 10s. 6d. each, botmd. 

*,* Ons Tolume more will complete tbe Series. 

" Tbls work ia a wntbj companion to Hiss Strickland's admirable ' Qnaei 

of Eiuland.' That celebrated work, allbongb its heroinea were, for tbe ma 

part, Mnign Prineasses, related almost entirely to the hiatoryot this conntr 

llie Princcsiw of Euidand, on tbe contraiy, are themaelTes Engliah, '^-'^ '^'- 



qnently, affiird ns a g^pee of tbe manners and cosloms of the chief Enropran 
Bngdi^ a drenmataiKe which not only ^res to tbe work the chaim of vanety, 
but which is likely to render it peculiarly nseful to the general reader, as it Unks 
togetber by association the ccDtemporaneons history of lariona naUons. Ws 
COTdially commend Mrs. Greea'a prDdnction to geoenl attenlioa ; it is (nec<»- 
aarilj) as naafiil aa Uatoiy, and folly aa entertuning as romance.'— Am. 
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10 mXEEBBSIDICL W.OBKS 

sue B: BDKors dicttouaet op the" 
EXTmCi; QQBILASI!, AlZt ABEYMT' ffiEKAUES 

CF ERCUHV, SCVrUHB, JMHl IMEIJHIB, 



This m^Mmeeti, in BUf iiuUncM, tlie ii«irwiUitte-aldiiaiiait7, md it 

wiUin allcHet iboir Uie cuue which hiu iofluenced the lerinl of anodinet 
d^;nit; in i new cmtioo. It ahoold be puUcnkrlj ngdced, that, this new work 
ftppsrtiina nsari^ ■■ much to extant u to ei^at pereonB of cOstaocfiiiai ; Ifar 
IMD^ iHg" tt <- f pui nnf, it melf ocoms that vtula AbuEu dK- 



EISTOUT OF THE LAIDED GEITEllY. 
9 ffitnralogfial IBfttfonBTB 

Off THE WHOLE <^ THE UirniTLED JlRISTOC&ACY 
or EHTGLAITD, SCOTLAHTD,. iND lEELAlTO. 

Bj- aiR' HSBffiKD bubkb: 

A CSV ud impDTBd Edidoc, in 1 vol., nniforDi with Uie " Feengp." 

0- Tax Fui. . . 
0«nli7 are nqiusted 

A COFIOUB 'Mi>''!x 

hn bMS ompQtd witti great (nre and at fpvat eqieim, ooMuniqg 

TV'THB KAXU of EVBET PZBW ' 

woBE, and maj be bad bunud m 



ROMANTK RECOBDS- OF TBE AHmOCEACT. 

B; gULBEKKAAD BCBEE. 

SbooiS) .asu Chbipsb EDmcai, 2 vols., poit Sto, ZI& beoiid. 

" Thsmat nlrioTuiIIddentI^ Bif uhj b B tllniu g talim, anf tlumot rmurkatilB 



bialmiaii pnbUe snd pmste, itf anrnobln honaes 
bmilles, an ben ^len hi a shape which will pnaem Hum 
in llie library, and render them the faTOnrite Bind}' of tbeat whaarc iotenatal 
in tbansnancerfnainft. TheHeCoric^ wHh all thomlitj ofotidiliBfaed fiE^ 
imi with aa mooit spirit a» On Mta ra KncaociB, and' an (a fliB of 
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MlXOiaU »I HORACE WllfOii;. 
ELIOT WA8BFBT0E 

Cheapei Edition, in S vols. Sro, with Fortrutt, IBs. bound.'' 

" "Oute Hamcdn fccm k n mam iry idditioa to tba libmir of carr English 
genllanun. 1\u^ uurif anajlxta tbe chua of miisd ynwmtl, potaimi, and 
Utenirr hJBtory, eommmrin^ irith 'Erdyn' and 'Ftpyi.'^uid (oduu ilmost in 
our own da? mtli the hiBtanx of Mi. MooanUf and Lord tbhcBi.''— 3iliiiuiaHJ. 



■JHE UU AHD MIGS 01" CHiBlES I 

By L DISRAELI. 

A NEW EDITMM. IBVISED BY THE AUTHOB,. Jan> EDITED BT 

HIS SOX, THE BT. BOS. B. DISBAELI, U.P. 2 voIl, Sto, SBm. bonnd. 

" Bf bi the most important work on tbs important ags (£ Qbulss L tiut 



BEltOlES OF SCIPIO DE SICCI, 

LITZ BIBHOF 01 FIBTOU AKS PRATO; 

KEBOKltEB OP CATHOLICISM EST TTOCAJfT. 

Cheaper EQlUon, 3 tdIb. Sto, I2b. hoimd. 
Th* lawlinjl, fealms c£ tlua importaiA voik ii 
puMti^mvr at iwu bebraan our Protcotant an ^ 
Eontaios ft complste e^oai of ths ficoniab Chi 
LtOTT, and of t 



-,. ... is iCi ufUsalion to ths m«il 

Fratestaot and CatholiB fallow-mlgMiti. It 
lorelL RatiUiliahiMit doling Uw 



HISTORIC SCENES. 
% Ae-]!a)9 aisicKLAia). 

Aatbor ci "Urn* of tin Qmeu cf Bi^luid," &c. 1 toI., pMt Svo, 
elegantlj bonnd, vitb Portrait of the AmUbor, 101. 6d. 
"This sttnedTs Tolnma is replete vith intereat. Like Uiss Strickland's 
former mirka, it iriU b« fcood, w* doabt not, in ths hand* of jonCbiol branches 
of a familj as vidi a* in duai sf 'Coat -^iea\a, t« iSi mA each of whom it 
emnot fail ta ha aliks — v""j[ and inatraraTe."- "—'' '- 



MEMOIRS OF LADY JASE GREY. 

By SIB HAEEIS ITICOLAS. 1 vol. Svo, bound, 68. 
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INTEBESTraG WOBEB 

MEMOIRS OF PRINCE ALBERT; 

AUD THE HOUSE OF SAXONT. 

Second Edition, rerUed, with Addiiiomi, by Anthotity. 

1 ToL, pott Sto, Tith Portrait, bound, 6s. 



REVELATIONS OF PRINCE TALLETEAND. 

Second Edition, 1 Tolnme, poatSvo, with Portnif, 10a. 6d. bound. 
" We luTe perUBed this work with extreme interest. It is a portrait of Tal. j 



MADAME CAMPAFS MEMOIRS 

or THE CO0KT OF MAHIB AiTrODTETTE. 

Cheiqiec Edition, 2 tdIs. 8vo, with Portndts, price onlj 12b. 
" Wo hare eeldom pemaed so entertai[ung a work. It is as a nuiror of the i 
_»t splendid Court in Earape, itatJine when tho monirchjhad not been abora ' 
of any of its beams, that it is partioolarlj worthy of attentioB,"^Cirofitc&. 



LITE AND LETTERS OF THE EMPRESS JOSEPHINE. 

3 Tols., small Sto, 



A Cnrions and entertaining pieco of domestic biography of a moet extn 
ordinary penon, under clrcomatancea almost nii^«cedeDt«d." — New Moni&fy^ 

''An eztremelr unusing book, frill of anecdotes and traitd of cbormcter ( 
kings, princes, nobleB, geneials, &c." — Itornins Jotmal. 



MEMOIRS OF A HUNGARIAN LADY. 
MADAME PULSZKY. 

WBITTEN by HERSELF, 2 toU, 12b. bownd. 
' Worthy of a place by the side of the HemoirB of Hadame ie Stael and 



MEMOIRS OF A GREEK LADY, 

THE ADOPTED DAUGHTER OP THE LATE 

QUEEN CABOLINE. 
WJtlTl'EN by HEBSELF. 3 Tob., post Sto, pice 13i. bound. 
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PUBLISHED FOR HENBT COLBDRN. ]3 

How naij. Past XL, price Gs., of 

M. A. THIERS' HISTORY OF FRANCE 

UNDEE NAPOLEON. 

A. SEQ1JEI. TO HI8 HI8T0KT OV THE FRENCH REVOttTTIOH. 

Aa ^Baidian to tha srchivea of tbe state, M. Thien hid access to diplonwdc 
pRPOS ind otbsr docnmsnts ot the highest importsnce, hitberto kiiawii i^It to ■ 
pnnlsged bw. From ptivita eonrces M. Thiers has hIsd derived much 



; nhile all the leading cbaracte 



*,* The public »re requested to ba particnlar in giriog their o 
" CoLBCRNB Authorised Trahslatioh." 



e preseot, be had sqiuatelj, &t 
implet. "-^- — 



RUSSIA USDER THE AUTOCRAT NICHOLAS I. 

Bt IVAN GOLOVINE, a Rdbbian Subject. 

Cheaper Edition, 2 toU., with a full-leogth Fortrgjt of the 

Emperor, lOt. bound. 

" These are Tolnmas of an eilremely intereeting Datnre, emanating from tie 
pen of * Russian, noble by bb^b, who hia escaped beyond the resch of the Czar's 
power. The merits of the work are reiy considerable. It throna a new light on 
the stat« of the empire — its aspect^ political and domestic— its manneni; the 
trnphj/ii about the uilace, court, and ci[dtal ; ita police ; its spies ; ics depraTed 
sooety," &a. — Amiuy Timei. 



JAPAK AKD THE JAPANESE, 



MEMOIRS ASD CORBESPOroESCE OF 
SIR BOBERI MrREAY KEITH, K.B., 

Minuter Platipotentiary at the Cowls of Dresden, Copenhagen, and Ftcnna, 
frim 1769 to 1793 ; uili Biographical Mtmoira of . 

QDEEN CAROUNE MATILDA, SISTER OF GEORGE IIL 

Cheaper Edition. Two toIb., poat Sva, vith Porttaitt, 15s. twiind. 
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THE CRESCEST AND THE CROSS; 

OE, H0MA5CE AHD BEAUTIES OF EAffPBRF TRAVHm ! 

Sj ELIOT WABBHETON, E»g. 

T^c^E]iiKiov,ieris«d,!nlTaL, vithnumiK^Iliiubitiaiii, Ids. fid. bound. 

"A bodk ealciflatod to prori man p r ae fi ctDj laiSdl wan nexer peiax J **"" 
the ' OcMctnt Kid tbt Croat'— ■ woifc wliicb nmoaas all othns in ite h 
" ' " ' ' la Oon bmc 



g imniortalky m thu j_. 

IT lias cTm &jiatei witli ■ pencil at m 

LORD IfflDSATS LETTESS m THE HM,T lABB. 

TomiBflDRioii, Bevited, 1 voL, post Srv, with nhBbAJciB, 6b. boand. 
" Lord Unduj hu felt md ncnded what he Ban with iha wisdani of a philo- 



_NA2EATIVE OF A 
TWO YEARS' RESIDENCE AT NINEVEH; 

WKbXemarkR on flie OhaldeBiu, NestoruuiB, Teddeea, Ac 
9f tbe Bar. J. F. FUBTCEEU. 

Cheaper Edition. Two Ttda., post Sto, iGa.Jnand. 



ADVENTUKES IN GEORGIA, CIRCASSIA, AND RUSSIA 

Bf LJonterauit-Celonel'G. POUILEirT CiJSMt01i,iG:R^B,TA, &c 

3 Tola., poet 8vo, bound, ISa. 



CAPTAINS KIN^1 iHD FITZSOI. 

NARRATIVE OF THE TEN YEARS'TOTAGE ROUND 

THE WORLD, 

OF H.H.S. AHTENTDBB AIST) HEAGLE. 



price U li«. ei. Iwond. 

" One of the mi«t intana&igiKtratJTW.of ma^ictbatithM&IlBitsot 
lot to iii^oo, and wUch mnat alwajg occupy a di'Fai'EpiMwd q«w« in ths latta 
of adcntific □irigation^'' — Quarterly Stmnii, 



jNGoogle 



XnmiBEED FOB •BESOT CfJLBUBX. 15 

THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON'S CAMPAIGN 

m TOE NKTHSKLAITDB US IBlfi. 

Compriiing tlie Battles of ^^E> Qpatie Bns, ud W&tarloa. Dhistzated bj 

"Bj WILLIAM MUDFOED, E>q. 
1 ytl, Ha, irtth^tiTly OoIoiiRd Flatea.TartnJtBrKifs, Tlut, &&, boaii4,2U. 



LIGHTS AID SHADES OF MILITARY LIFE. 

Edited by tlu lBt8 LimteD&nl^Geiienl 6ii .GHABLES JIAFIEB, O.C.B., 
Comnunder-m-Cbief in India, &c. 1 toL, Sto, 6b. bmmd. 
" NaoMveB oC rttifinK lutereat, vhlob tluMld be in ttu bMid* Of tverj 
□Soer in herll^eity't lervice."— Globe. 



'STORY OF THE PENINSULAIl WAB. 

A CQMPAHIOS VOLUME TO ME. GLEIffB 
"STORY OF THE BATTLE OF WATERLOO." 

With Sii Portiuti and Mai*, 6s. btnuid. 



TIE SEMESIS IN CHINA.; 



HISTORY OF THE WAR IN THAT- COUNTRY. 

Bum 2l0te> of Capt&m W. H. HALL, BJtr. 

1 TcJ., Pbt«8, 6b. bound. 

" Cipt. H>11'b inmtin of tbe aertitM ef the IfemtniU full of iateRBt,and 

will, ire aie ante, be valuable litreafter, as affi>idiiig:iBMt.<Qii9m matciiala f<- 

the biald^ of steam oaTigatiim." — Quarterly finiiew. 



CAPTAmOMWPOBD'S HAVAl SEMINISCEHCSS; 



I., post 8T0, with FoTtraiti, ISe. bound. 



ADVET^TTURES OT A SOXDTER. 

WEETTElir BTHEHBELF. 
Bong the Memfun of EDW AKD COSTBLLO, ofilu MSeBiigide, 
and. lute Capttiia in the British I^giim. iGbiBp EdUioii, iritii 
Portrait, 88. 6d. boond. 

..boakofitsdaai. Atrue uidTirid^ctim*f«Bllld«eHBJif«.''- 



' Tbii hi^lj-intratinE TtlioMiB filled irilh dMallamd aiMidMes tl the moat 
BtaHliig character, and TeQ deianea a plaee is the libnrr of erery le^nunt 
in the Mrrlee."— iVboal md MaUnryGaxetle. 
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16 W0BK8 PDBUSHED FOB HENBT COIBUBN. 
PASSAGES IS THE LIFE OF 

MRS. MARGARET MAITUND, OF SUNlfTSIDE. 

WRITTEN b7 HEKSELP. 
Third and Cheaper E^tion, 1 vol., 6a. bound. 
" NotUug hilf to trae oi » touching in tba deUDention of Scottub character | 
hu q)peared mace Gait pobliahed bia ' Annals of the Parish,' and this is ponr ; 
and ^p«r thaa G«lt, and sren more abjolnlely and umpl j tme." — Lord J^rty. ; 

Cheaper Edition, in 3 vols., price 10a. Sd, half-bonnd, i 

FORTUNE: A STORY OF LONDON LIFE. 

By D. T. COULTON, Esq. [ 

" A brillianl norel. A more vind pictnre of Yariona ptasea of society baa dc 
been painted since ' Vivian Grey' Grst dazaled and confounded the world { bnt I 
is tbe bitjag BB^re of fashJODable life, the moral anatomy of high aouetj, wUe 
will attract all readers. In everp sense of the oord, 'Fortune' is an ezcellei: 
noreL" — 04«riw. 

" ' Fortune ' is not a romance, bnt a novel. All is realitf abont it : the timi 
the characters, and the incidents. In Ite reiUt; coossta its charm and It 
merit It is, indeed, an eitriordinaiy work, and baa mtrodnced to the worl _ 
of fiction a new writervf singolar abllitj, with a genins more Chat of Biil««r 
than any to whom we can compare it." — Crifto. 



ZOOLOGICAL RECREATIONS. 

By W..J. BRODERIP, Esq., F.R.S. 

Cheaper Edition, 1 vol., post Sro, 6a. bound. 
" Tbia work abounds in the most dclightfnl records of animal life. It ia jnst 



THE HALL AND THE HAMLET. 

By WILLIAM HOWITT. 

Author of'The Book of the Seaaons," "Rural Life in EngUnd,*' &c. 

Cheaper Edition, 2 toIb., poet 8ro, 1 2s. boond. 

" This work ia foil of dehghtfiil sketchea and sweat and enohsDUnB loctnrea 

of ^lal life, and we have no donbt will b« read not only at the homatead of the 

farmer, but at the mansion of the sqmre, or tbe castle of tbe ^ord, vritb gratifica- 



PUBLISHED FOB HENEY COLBTJBN, 
BY HIS SUCCESSORS, HURST & BLACKETT, 

OUBAT JflRLBOSOnOB STBEBI. 
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